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Do you know that a Gnome is seven times 
stronger than a human? Or that his sense of 
smell is nineteen times more acute? Or that 
Gnomes rub noses in both greeting and 
farewell? Or that Gnome couples always have 
twin children? 

These and other fascinating real-life 
details—pictured in full color by the noted 
Dutch artist Rien Poortvliet—illuminate this 
first documentary portrayal of Gnomes (as 
distinct from Elves, Goblins, Trolls, Kobolds, 
Fairies). Poortvliet and his scientist friend Wil 
Huygen have spent over twenty years 
observing the life and work of the Gnome, and 
their report at last shatters the age-old myths 
of song and legend. 

Here are important events from Gnome 
history: the Gnome who knew Rembrandt 
reveals some fascinating behind-the-scenes 
gossip; Mozart’s Gnome companion (still hale 
and hearty, being well below the average age 
of 400 years) describes the great musician at 
work; Gnome heroes are celebrated. Here too 
are the secrets of Gnome survival (medicinal 
herbs that cure everything from sneezing to 
sunburn); the Gnome industries; the 
all-important Gnome cap, its making and 
significance. 

All this adds up to a book full of lore, 
history—and fun. For of course all these 
factual data are invented. And what a great 
tongue-in-cheek book this is! Treating his 
subject as Audubon might have treated a new 
species of bird (and with a twinkle in his eye) 
artist Poortvliet portrays Gnome families in 
their daily—actually nightly—activities, since 
Gnomes never leave their underground 
houses in daylight. 

Follow Papa Gnome as he rises for 
breakfast in the early evening; see him 
chopping wood, foraging for animal hair for 
clothing, working ina Gnome foundry or 
glass factory, and assisting various animal 
friends in distress. For Gnomes are 
benevolent allies of wild animals (and human 
beings as well, though we are seldom aware of 
their intervention). Watch Gnome workers 
disentangle a deer’s horns from barbed wire; 
see how Gnomes build their houses, educate 
their children, court and marry, travel ona 
honeymoon! 

A delight to the eye (Poortvliet is 
Holland’s most popular illustrator) and filled 
with verbal fun, GNOMES will be a treat for 
the whole family: as a book to show little ones, 
as a spoof of scientific studies for the 
sophisticate, and as a charming piece of 
made-up reality for every reader. 


212 pages, all in color; hundreds of illustrations, 
maps, diagrams 
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“To my amazement I have heard that there are people who have never seena gnome. I can’t help pitying these people. 
Iam certain there must be something wrong with their eyesight.”’ 


Axel Munthe 


Originally published under the title leven en werken de Kabouter Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 77-82805; 
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ow, after twenty years of 
observation, we feel that the 
time has come to put our 
experiences and findings on 
paper, having received 
permission, of course, from 
an authorized council of 
gnomes—which, by the way, took all of five years to make 
its decision. It is our belief that this book fills a deplorable 
gap, for the published literature on gnomes is virtually 
nonexistent. One of the chief sources of information has 
been Wilhelm J. Wunderlich’s bulky treatise De Hominibus 
Parvissimis (Concerning the Wee People) published in 1580. It 
contains a number of striking details, but, alas, confuses 
gnomes with dwarfs and dubious fairy tale characters so 
often that its overall reliability is negligible. 

Today, gnomes are nearly forgotten beings. Since 
they work by night in the woods and sometimes in human 
dwellings, it is not sheer coincidence that the word gnome 
itself is derived from Kuba-Walda, which means “home 
administrator” or “home spirit’’ in the ancient Germanic 
language. In rural areas these home administrators often 
live in the rafters of barns, where, if they are treated well, 


they keep an eye on the livestock as well as crops. Anothi 
variant of their name translates as ‘to put in order’ or “’ 
do odd jobs’’—with or without an apron. 

In earlier times the gnome was an accepted membe 
of society in Europe, Russia, and Siberia. Gnomes were 
seen regularly and people in all stations of life were 
rewarded or punished, helped or hindered by them 
(depending on their own attitudes)—a situation they carr 
to find quite normal. But that wasa time when waters we 
clear and forests virginal, when roads led peacefully fror 
one settlement to another, when the heavens were filled 
only with birds and stars. 

Since that time, gnomes have been forced to retrea 
into hidden corners above and below the ground, where 
they keep well out of sight, so much so in fact that belief i 
their existence is waning rapidly. Nevertheless, just as if 
you do not look carefully you will fail to see a hare ina 
meadow ora deer ina forest, soitis with gnomes: you ma 
not see them, but they are there, all right! 

Now that we are so concerned with saving what is 
left of nature’s treasures, there is some hope that gnome: 
will begin to move about more freely. More and more 
people are beginning to realize that they have a neglecte: 


but forgiving and wise mother in Nature. These people 
will undoubtedly meet gnomes. We dedicate this book to 
them in the hope that they will gain much pleasure from 
their encounters. 

The gnomes consulted for this book were extremely 
reserved when pressed for answers to some of our 
questions, and as a result there are certain deficiencies or 
imperfections in our work. Valuable supplementary data 
from well-informed readers will therefore be most 
welcome. It will be included (with sources mentioned) in 
subsequent editions. 


Although the woodland gnome is treated in greatest 
detail in this volume, other types are also dealt with. 
Gnomes, of course, are twilight and night creatures, and 
because of this we had to conduct our investigations in 
near or total darkness. Had we been completely true to our 
observations, many illustrations in this book would have 
been painted in blue or dull gray. To overcome this 
difficulty and provide an accurate picture of gnome life, 
the illustrations are colored as if the subjects had been 
observed in broad daylight. 
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ound about A.D. 1200, the 

Swede Frederik Ugarph found a 
well-preserved wooden statue in 
a fisherman’s house in Nidaros 
(now Trondheim) in Norway. 
The statue was 15 cm. (just under 
6in.) high, not including the 
pedestal. Engraved on the pedestal were the words: 


NISSE 
Riktig Storrelse 


which means “Gnome, actual height.” 

The statue had been in the fisherman’s family as long 
as anyone could remember, and Ugarph succeeded in 
buying it only after days of negotiation. It is now part of the 
Oliv family collection in Uppsala. X-ray tests have proved 
the statue to be more than 2,000 years old. It must have 
been carved from the roots of a tree that is no longer 
known; the wood is incredibly hard. The letters were 


carved many centuries later. The statue’s discovery and 


dating illustrate what gnomes themselves have always 
said—that their origins are early Scandinavian. 

It was only after the Great People’s Migration 
beginning A.D. 395 that gnomes appear in the Low 


_Lands—probably in 449, when the Roman outpost of 


Britannia fell to the Anglo-Saxons and Jutes. Some 
evidence of this comes from the statement of a pensioned 
Roman sergeant, Publius Octavus, who owned a villa and 
farm in the woods outside Lugdunum (now Leiden, in 
Holland). He had married a local woman and so did not 
return to Rome. It was pure luck that his property was 
spared destruction at the hands of the barbarians. 


Publius Octavus wrote the following description in A.D. 
470: 


“Today I saw a miniature person with my own eyes. 
He wore a red cap and blue shirt. He had a white beard and 
green pants. He said that he had lived in this land for 
twenty years. He spoke our language, mixed with strange 


words. Since then I have spoken with the little man many 
times. He said he was a descendant of a race called 
Kuwalden, a word unknown to us, and that there were 
only a few of them in the world. He liked to drink milk. 
Time and again I saw him cure sick animals in the 
meadows.” 


In the chaotic times up until 500, after Odoacer, king 
of the Germans, had disposed of the last ruler of the 
Western Roman Empire, the gnomes must have 
established themselves in Europe, Russia, and Siberia, 
although exact information is lacking. Actually, gnomes 
find writing history uninteresting, or at least pretend to, 
but it is rumored that they have certain secret records. 


In his book of 1580; Wunderlich mentions that in his 
time gnomes had maintained a classless society for more 
than 1,000 years. Except for their own chosen king, there 
were no rich, poor, inferior, or superior gnomes. This is 
perhaps why they made use of the Great People’s 
Migration to begin afresh. It all sounds plausible until he 
tells of a map (now lost) of a gnome king’s palace and 
adjacent gold mines; apparently slave labor was used in 
the mines, and sometimes there were slave revolts. 

Using our scant information as a guide, we must 
conclude that gnomes gradually sought more contact with 
the people they lived among, and that they were 
completely integrated into our'society 50 to 100 years 
before the reign of Charlemagne (768-814). 
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Dispersion in North America 


The map above shows a number of sites in North America where gnomes are 
reported to exist. The difficulty with establishing to a certainty that gnomes 
do indeed live on the continent has been that no sighting or encounter can be 
confirmed unless witnessed by two observers—the same criteria are used by 
bird watchers. Thus, though considerable evidence has accumulated, none 
of it is reported in this book. It can be surmised, however, that American 
gnomes (whose geographical range corresponds to their fellows’ climate 
and life zones in Europe) do adopt the same dress, life styles, and behavior 
patterns as their cousins across the sea. 
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Dispersion in Europe 


Western Border: Irish Coast. 

Eastern Border: Deep in Siberia. 

Northern Border: Norway, Sweden, Finland, Russia, and Siberia. 

Southern Border: In a line from the Belgian coast via Switzerland, the Balkans, Upper 
Black Sea, Caucasus, Siberia. (This has to do with the shorter days 
and longer winter nights occurring in the lands north of the line.) 


Names for Gnomes in Various Languages 


Irish Gnome Polish Gnom 
English Gnome Finnish Tonttu | 
Flemish Kleinmanneken Russian Domovoi Djedoesjka 

Dutch Kabouter Serbo-Croatian Kippec; Patuljak 

German Heinzelmannchen Bulgarian Djudje 

Norwegian Tomte or Nisse Czechoslovakian Skritek 

Swedish Tomtebisse or Nisse Hungarian Mano 


Danish Nisse 
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The droll riddling rhyme from the opera Hansel und 
Gretel— 


Ein Mannlein steht im Walde ganz still und stumm; 

Es hat von lauter Purper ein Mantlein um. 

Sagt, wer mag das Mannlein sein, ... das da steht auf einem 
Belin. 


(A little man stands in the woods, still and alone; a 

His smock is of bright purple and with purple thread is _ 
sewn. i 

Pray tell: who is this little man, ... who stands upon 
just one leg. ...) 


—has nothing to do with gnomes; it concerns a 
toadstool, most likely the fly fungus. The confusion 
probably stems from the unproven folk belief that 
gnomes, in times of danger, can transform themselves 
into toadstools. 4 
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The gnome moves at such tearing speed—when he wants 
to—even on long journeys, that he could easily 
outdistance most predatory creatures, with the exception, 
perhaps, of the hornet. The hornet, however, stings only 
during the daylight hours, and the gnome is usually 
indoors then. When a gnome has a daytime mission to 
carry out, he first rubs himself all over with the juice of the 
nux vomica, or vomit nut, plant; a small quantity of this 
noxious material causes a tendency to vomit in all who 
inhale it (save the gnome himself) and thereby discourages 
the sting-eager hornet. 


FOOTPRINTS 


The footprints left behind by a gnome are very 
distinctive—if you can find them! In order not to leave a 
trail as he walks along, a gnome makes clever use of 
pebbles, hard pieces of moss, and pine needles; by 
stepping on them rather than on the bare ground he leaves 
no tracks. Sometimes he walks in a circle or back upon his 
own trail, or proceeds through the trees. If he knows for 
certain that he is being followed, he will almost always 
disappear into an underground passage. 

When forced to tread on bare ground, the gnome 
makes use of a bird’s-foot pattern printed in relief on the 
soles of his boots. With this cunning aid he disguises his 
travels. But gnomes sometimes give themselves away by 
betraying the following small vanity: if you come across a 
birch leaf on the ground with a clear blob of slime in its 
middle, you can be sure that a gnome has just passed by 
and exercised his skill in target spitting. He can’t resist 
proving his aim—and thus leaves a trail. 
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Mainly because of the gray color of 
her clothing, the female gnome feels 
safer indoors; mistaking females for 
small forest animals, owls could very 
easily cause deep wounds with their 
talons before realizing that they had 
attacked a friend. An advantage of 


Hears gag 0 Lake ebthing 


Untf the a maveed the tars a 


[fits manag Vie on : OL 


THE FEMALE 


Undir @ Searp and Aakr 


ec acces baiiies 


the clothing is that humans have 
difficulty spotting female gnomes 
because their dress blends with the 
background so well. When a female 
gnome is picked up, she often 
disarms her captor by playing 
possum until she is released. 
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Deserves an extra explanation. It is made of felt and is solid from its tip to the 
top of the head (see cutaway drawing, left). The gnome never removes it except 
in darkness before going to bed and probably (although we have not seen this 
for ourselves) when taking a bath. A gnome without a cap is not a gnome, and 
he knows it. 

Some folklorists insist that the cap has the power to render a gnome 
invisible, but if this is so, it is not its principal function. Rather, it is an 
indispensable head covering, protection against such unsuspected blows from 
above as are dealt by falling twigs, acorns, or hailstones, and against attacks by 
animals of prey. (Interestingly, just as a lizard will surrender its tail in order to 
escape, so the gnome will give up his cap to a marauding cat.) 

The gnome reveals his individuality as much with his cap as with the 
shape of his nose. A gnome child receives a cap at a very tender age and keeps it 
throughout life. Because it is seldom removed, wear and tear on the cap is 
considerable, and with great care new layers of felt are periodically added to the 
outside. This work is done every few years with the help of a form molded in 
the exact shape of the gnome’s head. 
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Skeleton / V 


Muscular system 
Circulatory system 
Brain and herve center 


Digestive system 

Kidney and bladder system 
Respiratory system 
Connective tissue 

Skin + hair 

Blood 

Senses 

Hormonal system 

Sexual organs 


Skeleton 


Nature seems to find it necessary to size is so extreme that the similarity 

produce two sizes in many of her is all the more striking. Following is 

creations: horse, pony; stag, hind; a description of the (slight) Goose 
rat, mouse; hare, rabbit; and goose, differences in physical makeup 

duck. And so we have human and between man and gnome: 


gnome; however, the difference in 


Because—going from large to small—the volume, and much faster, can jump higher, and are seven times 

therefore the weight, of an object decreases as the cube of | stronger than man, relatively speaking. 

its linear dimension and the surface area only as the Gnome leg muscles have an extra muscle bundle. 

square, even a fat gnome moves more easily thanaman __ Further, the gnome has two types of muscles—red and 

(compare a flea to an elephant). Gnomes can therefore run white. The white are for short-distance performance; they 
permit the accumulation of extra oxygen, which is later 
discharged through panting breaths. The red muscles are 
responsible for endurance work. 


Man has rudimentary ear muscles; these are more 
powerfully developed in the gnome, so he can point his 
ears in any direction. 


Kidney and Bladder System 


Circulatory System 


Urine can be contained fora 
whole day. 


Heart relatively large 
(athlete, race-horse). 

Blood vessels, wide and of 
good quality (heart attacks are 
unknown). 

More blood circulation than 
in man (adjustment to cold, power 
of endurance). 

Hardening of the arteries 
known only after 400th year. 


Brain and Nerve Center 


Brain capacity larger than 
man’s. 


Digestive System Connective Tissue, Skin, and 


Respiratory System Hair 
Total length of the intestines 
greater than man’s (gnomes do not Lungs relatively large and Connective tissue extremely 
eat meat). Liver more robust, gall deep (power of endurance, high stiff and tough. Hair becomes gray 
bladder smaller. Gallstones running speeds). very early. Baldness unknown. 
unknown. 
Senses 


F SMELL 


EVE 

Cornea, Mucous membrane to be found in 

lens, os all nose cavities, which explains the 

iris, a ee a ell great nose size. Radio-light 

retina (containing rods and cones). , TAS TE 


Yellow spot contains 8 
million cones; man has only a few 
and therefore has limited vision in 
the dark. The gnome, however, 
also has a high concentration of 
bars in the yellow spot, like the 


As with humans, only four 
qualities are perceptible: sweet, 
sour, salt, bitter (the rest is ‘‘tasted” 
by the mucous membrane in nose). 


LOUCH 


A, 


owl, this allows for sharp vision in Fingertips as sensitive as those of a 
the dark. Further, the very flexible connection by transmission of blind 
pupil allows for maximum light smell to brain (dog and fox). person. 
intake. Fingerprints 
are mainly 
EAR of a circular 
External auditory canal short and pattern. 
wide. 


Auricle relatively large and 
can be pointed in any directionand », 
revolved. 

Not tone-deaf. 

Transmission to the brain 
occurs with greater electrical 
capacity. 


_ Like animals, the gnome “sees” a great deal of the world 


through his nose. Evenif he should become blind and deaf 
he would still be able to recognize his whereabouts and 
know what was happening about him in the forest: a 
familiar smell guides his every step. 

Man no longer has this gift, though echoes of it still 


_ return ina spring breeze, the perfume of flowers, the scent 


of old farm villages, or a sudden smell of the sea, which 
somehow remind us of a happy youth, or of days gone by. 
City people use their noses only to take note of cruder 
smells such as smoke, perfume, food, kitchen smells, body 
odors. 

The nose, however, is also good for “‘tasting”’ 
flavors. Except for sweet, sour, salt, and bitter—which are 
tasted by the tongue papillae—other oral flavors are 
transported, via the mucous membrane of the nose, 
through the throat and nose cavities for further 
discrimination (see PHYSIOLOGY: Taste). 

For most animals (including fish and insects) the 
nose is just as important as the eyes and ears—if not more 
so. Gnomes’ fine noses are used to seek out food (hyena 
up to 10 km.) and judge its value (the dog has an extra 
“nose” behind his teeth); for sex (butterflies up to 11 km.); 
for recognizing friend or enemy; for refinding their own 
tracks; and for orientation in unknown territory. In short, 
the nose provides most creatures with continuous 
information—information humans are obliged to do 
without. Our mucous membrane is no longer sufficiently 
powerful: it lies high in our nose cavity and covers only 5 
cm.2—a German Shepherd 150 cm.?; a gnome 60 cm.?. Or 


_ expressed in numbers of sensory smell cells: 


Human: 5 million 

Dachshund: 125 million 

Fox Terrier: 147 million 

German Shepherd: 220 million 

Gnome: 95 million 

The gnome, therefore, can smell 19 times better than 
man. Measurement with the olfactometer, however, 
reveals that his nose is actually 100,000 times better 
because of the finer quality of the sensory cells—as in the 
fox, deer, or dog. 

Smelling something occurs when the nose inhales a 
number of molecules given off by a particular substance. 
For example, footprints have an odor caused by butyric 
acid. Butyric acid is a strong-smelling stuff emitted via the 
sole of the foot (also in armpit and on the skin). It can easily 
pass through a leather shoe; even after 48 hours a rubber 
boot is still saturated with the odor. With every step one 
takes, some millions of butyric acid molecules pass 
through the shoe sole, enough to be immediately 
identified by animal and gnome. Furthermore, they know 
if the scent is coming from left to right or vice versa. If they 
follow the wrong direction, within seconds they become 
aware that the butyric acid molecules have decreased (by 
evaporation) and turn back. 

A good nose can register an unlimited number of 
smells; in fact, it can pick up the scent of anything on earth. 
To mentiona few pertaining to the gnome: he can smell the 
types of trees, herbs, grasses, bushes, mosses; all 
creeping, flying, warm- and cold-blooded animals; stones, 
water, metal; and above all, of course, all activities 
pertaining to humans. 
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You are a keen observer if you can spot the doe in this landscape. But there 
seem to be no other signs of animals. At least to us. But for someone with a 
good nose there are all sorts of things to be discovered! (See next page.) 
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Let us “look” at this scene through the nose of a gnome on 
his way home at daybreak. Just as we can see this pebbly 
path through the woods ona fresh snowy morning, he can 
perceive (even in pitch dark) what has passed over and 
around it. Here are his observations: 

Between midnight and 1:30 A.M., a badger trotted 
through (green dotted line). 

Around 3:00, a mother fox took the path, leaving it 
here and there to sniff around (red dotted line). 

About 4:00, a second fox appeared—a young male 
out courting (curving red dotted line). 

At 4:30 a wild boar returned from grazing (blue 
dotted line). 

Rabbits were hopping around all night (black dotted 
lines). 

At about 8:15 P.M. the previous evening, two stags set 
out to graze (yellow dotted line)—and are probably still in 
the woods. 
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Fifteen minutes ago a doe began her morning ramble 
(pink dotted line). 

These are the main things the gnome immediately 
observes. Many other details, such as the passage of two 
moles, the traversing of a weasel, the simple hopping of a 
hare, the rooting of beetles in the earth, the stepping about 
of pheasants, and the general activities of other small fry 
would certainly have caught his attention. 

[As you can imagine, a cold in the nose is not funny 
toa gnome. ] 


- EXTRASENSORY PERCEPTION 


Nonverbal communication over 
great distances (fire, earthquake, 
flood). 

Weather forecasting (thunder, 
storm, rain, high- and low-pressure 
areas); see THE GNOME AND THE 
WEATHER. 

Sense of direction (as good asa 
homing pigeon, migratory bird). 
Compasses are not used. If a gnome 
receives one as a gift he generally 
hangs it on the living-room wall. 


Hormones and Sex Organs 


Research in this area was difficult. In 

the literature everyone remains ye 
scrupulously silent on the subject. f 
As wellas ordinary adrenalineinthe \ 
blood, gnomes have a type of 
super-adrenaline that makes for 
high-level performance in matters 
involving strength, stamina, and 

sexual drive. The sex organs are 

similar in form to those of the 

human. The female ovulates only 

once in her life. Exactly how that 

works, we do not know—but it 
probably became the norm through 
some magical intervention about 

1,500 years ago. The male remains 
potent until about 350 years of age. 
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If a male gnome is so badly wounded that he cannot move, 
he calls upon other gnomes for assistance by whistling a 
staccato tune taught him by his father. This special signal 
is used only in emergencies. Gnomes never “‘cry wolf”! 
The gnomes who hear the wounded gnome’s signal rush 
to his aid, then transport him to his house on a stretcher 
made from two sticks. 


If the patient’s condition remains urgent, then the 
‘transportation of emergency cases” phase is put into 
operation. One of the gnome orderlies rushes out in search 
of a hen pheasant, whistling in a special tone used only for 
this purpose. Meanwhile, two other gnomes weave a 
stretcher of fine birch twigs. Weaving time? Just 10 to 15 
minutes! Two belts are attached to the head and foot of the 
stretcher; a third is connected to the middle (this will go 
around the hen pheasant’s neck). 

Then the fast fowl hurries at double time to one of the 
medicine men (half sorcerer, half doctor) at the nearest 
royal court. If necessary, she can fly over any body of water 
or danger zones in her path. 
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Even a gnome’s life must come to an end. Over 400 years of age, the male 
rapidly becomes stiff and forgetful, though other gnomes still respect him. 
Eventually, the shriveled-up old man develops a tendency to wander. His 
wife displays the same symptoms, she being almost the same age herself. 
The housekeeping begins to suffer; the house starts to decay and becomes 
dirty and dark. 

On one particular night, the aged couple does not return from their 
wandering. They have begun their journey to the Mountain of Death (never 
seen by human eyes)—and with the certainty of the migratory bird they will 
find it, if they are not attacked on the way by animals of prey. 

As soon as they die, their birthday tree begins to get dead branches 
unless it is used by more than one gnome. (See TIMEKEEPING.) 

Lives beyond 400 years or so have seldom been recorded, with the 
exception of a married couple in the Balkans who lived 550 years. But they 
were looked after for a great while by generations of a farming family, who 
placed a bow! of yogurt in the stable for them every day. They each had an 
olive tree on the Adriatic Sea. 
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There are: woodland gnomes, dune gnomes, 
garden gnomes, house gnomes, farm gnomes, 
and Siberian gnomes. 


S&S, 


Woodland 


Gnome 


The woodland, or forest, 
gnome is probably the most 
common. But this is difficult 
to verify, as he is not fond of 
showing himself to man and 
has many escape routes. His 
physical appearance 
resembles that of the 
ordinary gnome. 


Dune Gnome 


The dune gnome is a 
fraction larger than the 
woodland gnome. He, too, 
avoids contact with man. 
His clothing is sometimes 
remarkably drab. The 
femate of this gnome type 
does not wear gray clothes; 
hers are khaki-colored. 


Garden Gnome 


The garden gnome belongs to the 
general type. He lives in old gardens, 
even those hemmed in between the 
new houses of modern “model” 
cities. His nature is on the somber 
side, and he rather enjoys telling 
melancholy tales. If he begins to feel 
too closed in, he simply goes to the 
woods. But, as he is quite learned, he 
sometimes feels out of place there. 


Farm Gnome 


The farm gnome resembles the house gnome but is of 
a more constant nature and is conservative in all 
matters. 


House Gnome 


The house gnome is a special sort. He resembles an 
ordinary gnome but he has the most knowledge of 
mankind. Owing to the fact that he often inhabits 
historic old houses, he has seen both rich and poor, 
and heard a great deal. He speaks and understands 
man’s language; gnome kings are chosen from his 
family. 


The gnomes mentioned above are good-natured, 
always ready for a lark or to tease; they are never 
malevolent, with a few exceptions, of course. If a 
gnome is really wicked—which happens only once in 
a thousand—it is due to bad genes that result from 
crossbreeding in faraway places. 


Siberian Gnome 


The Siberian gnome has been the most affected by gnome takes revenge for even the slightest offense by 
crossbreeding. He is centimeters larger than the European killing cattle, causing bad harvests, droughts, abnormally 
type and associates freely with trolls. In certain regions cold weather, and so forth. 


there is not a single gnome to be trusted. The Siberian The less said about him, the better. 


Gnomes have their own secret way of telling time, based 
on cosmic oscillation. It is no trick at all for them to predict 
long-term periods of dry or wet weather, severe or mild 
winters. Excepting this, however, they use our method of 
timekeeping. Some of them have silver or gold watches. 
The cuckoo clock that hangs in every gnome’s house is the 
traditional wedding present given to the groom on his 
wedding day. 

A gnome keeps track of his age through the growth 
of an acorn planted in the ground on his day of birth. (A 
lime tree planted on the same day somewhere in the 
vicinity will do just as well.) 


As soonas the tree is large enough, itis marked with runic _ secret place for the rest of his life. Very large old oak trees 
writing by the parents. At the same time acopyiscarvedin sometimes bear the runic writings of more than one gnome 
a flat stone or ona clay tablet, and this plaque is givento —_ bornin the same year. 

the gnome in question on his 25th birthday; he keeps it ina 


Gnomes visit their birthday tree yearly on Midsummer 
Eve and add a mark to the runic script. Sometimes they 
even live under the tree, so they can easily check on their 
age when in doubt. 


_ “ “When the tree's big and wide 
\\. The planter has died” 


oni 


They are extremely upset if their tree is cut down; but if 
that occurs they quickly plant a new one and continue to 
count on it. 

Their adopted trees are never struck by lightning, 
storm, or disease. The tree begins to decay only when the 
gnome dies, unless, of course, itis shared by other gnomes 
who are still living. 

Birthdays are not celebrated. The gnome sets aside 
tues, an indefinite period of several weeks for quiet parties, 
during which he dwells on the fact that he is a year older. 
Upon request from faraway friends, he will extend these 
birthday weeks for an unlimited period. 


When he is about 100, the male gnome begins to think of 
matriage; a small number do, however, remain single. The 
youthful gnome then begins to search for his girl. In doing 
so, he sometimes has to travel great distances because 
gnomes are few and far between and the number of 
eligible girls of his age not related to him is very limited. 
Plump womenfolk, round of form, are the favorite. If he 
does find one, he attempts to win her with all sorts of small 
attentions. After an agreement is reached with the in-laws 
to be, he will marry her. His house is given a rigorous 
inspection beforehand by his future father-in-law. 


The Wedding 
Jie oe be Mee ero Ae Pe cymes 


At midnight, under the bride’s birthday tree, the young 
couple, attended by parents and close friends, promise to 
be eternally true.* 


“This always occurs under a full moon. If the moon disappears behind a 
cloud, causing darkness to fall on the festivities, they don luminous caps 
with a short train full of glowworms to ensure a few hours’ light. These 
caps have been in the family for generations and are worn only on such 
occasions because this is tough work for the glowworms. 
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‘The twins may be 2 boys, 2 girls, or a boy 
and. a girl. 
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Woodworking and Painting 


At community forges and potteries (located in central 

areas in the woods and fields), the gnome student masters 
{ several trades—they feel that one can never learn enough. 
When he is 75 years old, the son is introduced by his 
| father to the members of the Regional Council, a few of 
whom he already knows. This initiation sometimes 
degenerates into a sort of hazing ritual that can cause hima 
few uncomfortable nights, but he eventually is rewarded 
with entry in the register and general good fellowship. 


After the children leave home, the gnome father is again alone with just his 
wife—and this, after a brief period of readjustment, becomes quite agreeable. 
Family life need not be less harmonious because children leave home. If there is 
reason for celebration, gnomes from near and far will join in the festivities at the 
drop of a hat; the gossiping, drinking, eating, and dancing may last for days. 

Gnome dancing is of the Yugoslavian sort: they move in circles, and there is 
much boot slapping and hand clapping. The gnome women deck themselves out 
with blossoms or berry-bearing twigs. 
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’ | Gnome houses differ in style and location, depending on 


the area where they are built. 
The woodland and garden gnomes live under large, 


_ old trees. The dune gnome makes use of renovated rabbit 
holes or else houses himself under pine-tree roots. If sand 


drifts expose parts of his house he covers them with 
pine-cone scales. 

In earlier days, when the subsoil water in the dunes 
was higher, large pine trees produced grapefruit-size 
pine cones, and their scales made excellent roof tiles. 
Unfortunately, these trees exist now only in limited 
numbers. 


/ 


Although the house gnome may have his residence 
in a garden, he can nestle down just as well between the 
walls of a house. 

The farm gnome may live under the haystack—but 
here he must always be on the lookout for polecats. He 
sometimes resides in one of the supply sheds on a farm or 
under sloping planks or poles leaning against farmhouse 
walls—which through neglect sometimes remain in that 
position for twenty years. But owing to the danger of a 
polecat, cat, or rat, farm gnomes usually choose a 
well-built little house and make their home under the roof 
tiles, or somewhere in the stables. 
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The Tree House 
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Next he looks for two oak trees not too far apart (if need be, 
he will use beech trees). Under the roots of one tree, on 
the south side, he makes a staircase, then digs a hidden 
entrance. From here he tunnels (with the help of a rabbit; 
_ see further on) a crooked horizontal passageway under the 
trunk; this descends steeply after a short distance. Then he 
’ tunnels horizontally to the second tree, and rises to where 


the rabbit has prepared a hollow for the house itself under 
the tree trunk (dug in such a fashion as not to damage the 
second tree in any way). 

The main direction of the house will be north-south. 


Where the passage rises, he builds an ascending stairway, 
with a bannister. A gong and hammer are hung nearby. A 
welcome mat is placed at the bottom of the stairs. 


CV fort- room 

D wl wih fuckt 

E, cage with wateh-criohet ee 
F hut 


G mut 


np 
f J 


cos 
a ] 


j fal’ 
| ‘ 
\ i 


‘ 


a 
amen 
4 


EDEN 


ee 


EE OEE: 


a 


Boot room 


The fast ea the gnome. partie dy w a 


: He begins by planing the wallboards until they are completely straight and 
smooth; then he waterproofs the floor. Next, he insulates the ceiling and walls 
with doe hair, wool, and moss fiber, all bound together with tough blades of 
grass. The planks may now be nailed to the walls. The floorismade from 
trodden-down loam or planks. (Needless to say, he saws the planks from tree 
trunks himself. He has years of time for that.) 


The Living room 


After the boot room, we have the living room, with extensions for three bed 
alcoves (one for father and mother, another for two children, and a third for 
guests). A corner is reserved for the kitchen; spaces for a bathroom, a fireplace, 
a hobby area, and a very roomy toilet. This enormous living area is also planed 
smooth, and it is thickly insulated with wool, hair, and fiber; walls and floors 
are covered with planks and beams. Father's help is indispensable. 


Moles are good friends of the gnome. Here, one digs a vertical hole, meters 
deep, under the future toilet. If, every time after use, dried leaves are thrown 
down the hole, the sewage need not be removed and in time may produce 
nourishment for the tree. In former times, the wall of the vertical tunnel was 
lined with woven twigs to prevent its collapsing. Today, round piping sections 
of baked clay are used. 
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| Inacorner of the boot room the mole digs a second vertical tunnel. This well 

will connect to a spring, pure subsoil water, or an underground stream. The 

_ gnome then builds a stone wall around the well opening. Gnomes make no 
cement but sometimes get it from men in exchange for something or other. A 
mixture of mud, ash, and cow dung is generally used to cement stones 
together. The walls of the tunnel are lined with earthenware pipe sections to 
prevent crumbling and pollution. The coristruction of underground tunnels is 
one of the most time-consuming occupations of the gnome builder. 
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At the top of the second stairway we find a heavy, 
attractively carved front door, which opens to the boot 
room. The middle section of the door is composed of an 
equally attractive iron grille against which an inside door is 
attached. This inside door is mostly left open to allow a 
light air current to pass through the house from the 
hallway. This draft is produced either by the wind outside 
the tunnel or by suction from the fireplace. 
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In another corner of the boot room we 
find the well with a bucket on a pulley. 
Along the wall are more buckets and a 
tub; various pots and bottles stand ona 
work table, above which hangs the cage 
of the watch-cricket; he has sharp 

ears and announces any creature 
approaching from the outside passage. 
The gnomes usually find the crickets 
lodged in cracks between stones of old 
chimneys. They care for them well and 
give them abundant meals. 


The bride’s wedding present, a dowry chest, is placed in 
: another corner of the boot room. The chest rests on low 

| feet and is beautifully carved and painted. Departing 
_ visitors are given presents that have been stored in the 

| chest. These may be natural things, useful implements, or 
writings to be pondered upon, such as an odd sentence, a 
poem, or a profound proverb that may take a long time to 


understand. 
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Upon entering, we see an oblong table on the right. At one side of it is a corner 
seat against the wall; on the other side are father’s and mother’s chairs (children 
stand at the table). A Christmas centerpiece remains on the table all the year 
round. ; 

Farther to the right we have the play and hobby room, which also 
contains the guest alcove—big enough for two. The trapdoor built into the floor 
connects to an underground passage. In the play area or under the table is the 
basket for the field-mouse family that keeps the house free of insects and 
vermin.* 

The gnome keeps 3 or 4; they are tame and house-trained like man’s dog. 
The young ones are amusing playmates for the gnome children. When they are 
grown they are either exchanged for others or set free. 

Because of the good care that they receive they are convivial companions. 
It is a pity that their life-span is so short. 


*The Russet Field mouse is 9-13.5 cm. long. Tail length 4-6 cm. (80 rings). Its back is red-brown, 
stomach white. The feet are also white. The head is short and blunt; large eyes and ears. An 
excellent digger and climber. Every year the female gives birth to 2 to 8 young, who open their eyes 
after 10 days. Pregnancy lasts 17-18 days. Life-span: 2-3 years. 
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Russet Field Mouse 


To catch small, annoying underground flies, a bog plant 
(Pinguicula vulgaris) is hung from the ceiling; the flies are 
_ caught on its sticky leaves. 


a 
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Beyond the playroom is the door leading to the toilet room. 
The door is beautiful—sometimes inlaid with precious 
stones—but the comfortable ‘‘throne” inside is even more 

beautiful. Neither labor nor cost is spared in its carving and 

| painting. The gnome takes his time when using this room 
and meanwhile occupies himself with handcraft. Toilet 
paper, made with the aid of the paper wasp, hangs next to 
the “throne.” Alongside stands a tall stone jar full of dried 
leaves to throw down the hole afterward. 
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The Large Stove 


Back in the living room we find a neatly stacked woodpile for fuel. In a tall 
basket are fragrant pine needles used as an air refresher. (The gnome is very 
skilled in lighting fire; he uses dried tinder fungus, which grows on beech trees. 
With two flints he strikes the necessary sparks. ) 

Then we have the large, gaily painted chimney, facing north, and 
underneath it the stove, which is used for cooking and providing warmth. 
Spoons, pokers, pipes, and candle holders hang on the chimney walls. 


As counterpart to the toilet room, there is an equally large 
bathroom. The wrought-iron tub is filled with buckets of 
water heated on the stove. Sometimes there is a shower 
connected to a reservoir of rainwater in the attic. The 
bathwater drain is connected by a sloping tunnel to the 
vertical sewer line. In the bathroom, mirrors of polished 
silver, made with patience and devotion—and just as 
effective as glass mirrors—hang on the walls. 


time of the Van Eyck brothers—about 1400). Gnomes us 
paint for decorating furniture and the interiors of their — 
houses; they do not use it to paint pictures. Instead, t 

carve portraits of their ancestors, loved ones, or celebritie 


*From earth and clay—cleansed, then mixed with oil. It holds up wel li 
paintings and comes in ochers, umbers, burnt sienna, terra-cotta, 
Vandyke brown, etc. 
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Continuing in a clockwise direction, we come to the side wall where the family 
alcoves (cupboard beds) are situated, with a bench under each alcove for 
stepping up. Carved portraits and bed warmers hang on the alcove walls. 
Between the alcoves.is a neat row of storage drawers. 

Finally, returning to the living-room door, we find the cuckoo clock, 
found in every gnome residence. Every gnome bridegroom receives one when 
he gets married, as already noted. 

The living room has a double ceiling. The space between is used for 
drying fruit; it can be reached via a small ladder and trapdoor. Hooks, for 
hanging a cradle in the living room, are attached to the lower beams. 

The interior layout of every gnome house depends more or less on the 

position of the roots of the tree under which it is built. Some gnomes prefer a 
deep-lying house without windows, while others prefer a high window 
somewhere in a sloping roof—especially in soggy forests where deep building 
is difficult. 

Wax candles are used to obtain light. The gnomes make them from 
beeswax (see HOME INDUSTRY). 

Being on good terms with rabbit and mole has mutual benefits, apart oon 
the joy of harmonious contact. These gray and black-velvet toilers patiently dig 
all the tunnels and passages needed by the gnome. A special advantage here is 
that they will never inadvertently dig up a gnome house because they know 
exactly where each one is situated. 


In return for its efforts in tunneling, a gnome will always warn a mole if he 
discovers a mole trap in one of his passages, which the mole might otherwise 
not notice until it was too late. The gnome also advises rabbits to remain inside 
when there is hunting in the vicinity; furthermore, he keeps the rabbit 
company during his last miserable hours if the poor creature is stricken by 
myxomatosis. The rabbit’s death cannot, of course, be prevented, but the 
gnome can mercifully give him pain-killing opium drops to ease his passing. 

All gnome houses have, in one of the walls or in the floor, a special 
opening—covered with a cloth—connected to a rabbit hole. This opening also 
serves as an escape route in extreme emergencies. 

Any part of the gnome house that protrudes from under the roots—for 
example, small storerooms in high subsoil water or drift-sand areas—is tiled 
with pine-cone scales, as mentioned earlier. Moss or lichen later grows over it, 
camouflaging it well. 


Under a third tree close to the house, the stock and supply 
rooms are built. Here the gnome stores his grain, beans, 
seeds, potatoes, and nuts. These supplies are 
indispensable, especially during long, severe winters. 
Incidentally, the gnome does not mind helping out any 
poor hungry wretch that has run out of food. The supply 
and stock rooms under the third tree are sometimes 
connected to the house, but not always. 
A hilarious sight is a gnome busy filling his 
storeroom while behind his back a hamster is busy H 
emptying it. Naturally, when this is detected, a lot of amster 
bickering follows. 


Gnome dwellings in and around farms and old houses, although adapted to 
their surroundings, are usually of the same basic pattern. Again we find the 
polecat trap near the entrance. Rainwater is cleverly trapped in roof gutters and 
stored in a reservoir. The toilet and bath water is generally drained off into the 
manure gutters of the cowshed. 


A variant of the basic gnome home is the willow house, which usually serves as 
a holiday house. Windswept (sometimes almost lying flat) pollard willows and 
poplars are used for this purpose. The gnome occupies about a third of sucha 
hollow trunk. Ducks also nest in these trees and apparently feel greatly 
reassured by the gnomes’ presence—especially while they are off their guard, 
bathing or eating. 
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And so the sun rises above the gnome dwelling. The bedded-down gnomes 
bid one another slitzweitz (their word for goodnight”). There is muffled 
giggling in the children’s alcove for a while, snores gradually rise from the 
parents’ alcove, the field mice attempt to find a more comfortable sleeping 
position in their basket, the kettle cools on the fireplace, and in the boot 
room the watch-cricket contentedly chirps his one song. All is safe. Outside 
villains may lurk; storms, thunder, rain may erupt; animals of prey may 
abound. But above the sturdy gnome house a great tree stands erect; the 
alert watch-cricket, mole, and rabbit-will immediately give warning if 
necessary. Nothing can possibly happen. 


At every new moon the gnome awakes in the middle of the day. He steps 
cautiously out of bed and fetches the large Family Book. He sits down at the 
table and records any unusual events that may have occurred during the 
previous four weeks. He uses ink made from the inky cap mushroom. The 
book is delivered to the palace every so often for the king’s perusal; it enables 
him to keep abreast of the activities of his subjects. 
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Sam Biles: and 


Underground pava We 


candles 24 oil lamps 


| Gnome houses and underground passages are lighted by candles and oil 
lamps. The gnome makes the candles himself from beeswax: he keeps his 
beehives—small colonies—in hidden places in the woods and fields. To furnish 
| anew hive, he rolls thin, cell-patterned sheets of wax and sets them upright in 
) the hive. (He makes the cell patterns by pressing hexagonal pipes onto the wax 
_ sheets.) The bees build further on this pattern. The cell walls are made of wax, 
_ which the bees (fewer than 20,000) ‘sweat’ out from wax glands in their 
-abdomens. 

The raw material for wax is pollen, eaten by the bees. Eggs are laid in the 
cells and sealed off by birth membrane. After many births, the incubation cells 
eventually become black, owing to the constant traffic of the bees, and must be 

_ removed. The gnome turns the hive upside down and cuts out the old cells. He 
_ places them in a metal box with a drainage pipe attached underneath. The lid is 
made of a double plate of glass. This apparatus is set in the sun. Under the 
drainage pipe he places a candle mold with a wick hung in the middle. The 
temperature in the metal box rises rapidly in the sun’s heat and before long the 
melted wax begins to flow from the pipe, filling the candle mold. Upon cooling, 
_ the candle shrinks and is easily removed from the mold, its wick already in 

| place. 
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The gnome makes all his own crockery. The material used 
is natural clay.* There are three forms of water present in 
clay: 

1. Water chemically bound to silicate. 

2. Water sucked up hygroscopically by the clay. 

3. Water added to make the clay soft and pliable. 

After an object (for example, a dish) has been shaped 
by hand, the water is eliminated in reverse order. First, the 
water added by the gnome is dried out in the sun and 
wind; next, heat up to 150° C is used to eliminate the 
hygroscopic water; finally, the actual firing, with heat up 
to 800° C eliminates the water in the silicate. The resulting 


*Clay is composed of hydrous aluminum silicate together with various 
natural impurities. 


product contains only silicate and is hard and durable. It 
has also shrunk 20 to 40 percent. 

Owing to the natural impurities present (mainly 
from oxides), the end product is a red-brown color. 

If the gnome adds calcium the color becomes lighter, 
almost yellow. This type of earthenware is called 
terra-cotta. 

The more natural silicates present (calcium, 
potassium, carbon, or sulphur), the less porous the 
product. To avoid excessive shrinkage in the kiln (which 
results in cracking), ground sand or limestone is added to 
the clay while it is being kneaded. 


Potter’s Kaln 


Baking pottery over an open fire or ina hole in the ground 
has long been replaced by the kiln. The firing process 
requires heat up to 800° C, and this can be obtained only in 
a closed oven. 


Other household utensils, including cups and 
saucers, are manufactured by gnome craftsmen from 
hollowed-out deer antlers. Knife handles, forks, spoons 
and buttons are also lovingly carved from antlers. 
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Glass is obtained by melting rock crystals. All glass objects used by the gnome 
are of quartz glass—a much higher quality than ordinary glass. Quartz glass 
does not break in extreme heat or cold; it hardly ever cracks and has a natural 
sparkle. The blowing must occur under extremely high temperatures. 

In order to color glass, the gnome liberally adds to the melted crystal the 
minerals amethyst, yellow topaz, agate, red heliotrope, and green plasma. He 
also makes marbles for the children from these stones. 

The very clearest quartz glass is used for spectacles, telescopes, drinking 
glasses, and window panes. Variously colored or clear glass is used for indoor 
or outdoor lamps or lanterns. Interestingly, the lanterns are shaped in the form 
of a gnome’s head (with a cap, of course). 


Gold, silver, copper, and iron are used. Gold and silver 
have no monetary value for the gnome, but he gladly and 
frequently uses them because of their durability in all types 
of weather and their appealing luster. There are large 
supplies of precious metal in royal homes and elsewhere 
(the origin of which is not certain), and every gnome may 
take as much as he needs. 

The same applies to copper. This metal is collected in 
its natural state in Sweden and Hungary and then 
transported to central depots. 

Iron is obtained from melting hematite, an ore that 
contains Fe2O3 (red-brown ferric oxide). The furnace, a 
round stone cylinder about 30 cm. high, is filled with 
layers of charcoal and finely beaten iron ore. When the 
furnace is lit, the fire is powerfully fanned with a series of 
bellows. After some time, the iron melts out and the liquid 
metal can be poured off. After various purification and 
remelting processes, it can be fashioned into wrought or 
cast iron. 


the 
lost-wax 
method 


The method for casting utility objects of gold, silv 
copper, or iron is the cire-perdue method, an ancient 
process still in use. First, a wax model of the object 
required is shaped, then it is covered with clay, in whic 
small hole is made. The clay is heated until it hardens. | 
the meantime the wax melts and drains away through 1 
hole, leaving a cavity inside the clay mold that is exactly 
the shape of the desired object. (This is why the proces: 
called cire-perdue, or ‘‘lost-wax.’’) Molten metal is then 
poured into the empty clay mold. After cooling, the cla 
form is broken and discarded, and the finished piece 
stands revealed, requiring only polishing. 


The gnome is a born carpenter and joiner. He makes all his own 
furniture—cupboards, chairs, benches, and so on—without using a single nail. 
Everything is constructed with dovetail joints, wooden dowels, and glue. Little 
metal hardware is used; even cupboard doors are hinged by vertical wooden 


pins at top and bottom. 
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FLAX or LINSEED 


Gnomes plant flaxseed in a secret garden, taking care to place seeds very 
close together to prevent the stalks’ branching out. After a period of growth, 
all unripe yellow stalks are removed. These are then rippled to eliminate the 
seeds. | 
The stalks are now subjected to a rotting-fermentation process and 
then dried. Flax fibers are then separated through a metal comb, flattened, | 
and rolled into balls. | 
The gnome wife spins the prepared flax into thread very finely, and 
after twining it, weaves it on her loom. | 
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Some examples of Gnome ‘First Aid”: 


Indeed, the gnome is indispensable to the animal world. His intellect and 
technical skills allow him to do things that animals are incapable of doing 
themselves. 

Foxes and other animals can become irritated by ticks embedded in the skin 
on their heads or other areas difficult for them to reach. When they try to 
scrape the tick away against a tree, the insect’s head remains under the skin, 
causing inflammation. The gnome waits until the tick is sleeping, then he 
twists it out quickly in counterclockwise direction. 


aa eee eee 


When two stags become “entangled” during a fight, that is to say, when their 
antlers become inextricably entwined (mostly because of extra points or 
abnormal protrusions), the gnome saws them apart. The poor devils, by then 
usually half starved, are free once more. Antlers have no feeling, so the whole 


operation is painless. 


When a cow or goat has “the sharps,” that is to say, a sharp object lodged in its 
paunch (for example, a paring knife it may have swallowed, a piece of glass, or 
wire), the gnome will operate to remove it. Normally, the farmer or owner first 
discovers the animal's distress and he calls the veterinary; but in neglected 
cases or when the owner is too poor to pay the animal doctor, gnomes have 
been known to take over. 

(The hair on the flank is shaved and the skin opened via a small incision. 
The three-layered muscle lining of the stomach is then pushed open in three 
directions and clamped. After the peritoneum has been opened, the side lining 
of the stomach becomes visible. After some searching, the sharp object is 
located and only a negligible incision is required to remove it. The stomach, 
peritoneum, stomach wall, and skin are stitched up in layers.) 


| Ifa rabbit caught ina snare has the presence of mind not to 
become overexcited and simply to wait patiently, a gnome 
will soon come along to save him. With a file and pincers, 
any gnome can manage to lift even the most deeply 
embedded wire from a rabbit's throat and file it through. 

‘Among other services rendered to rabbits by 

gnomes, we have already mentioned warnings of 
impending danger from humans and the wonderful 
comfort given to rabbits sick with myxomatosis during 
their last miserable hours. 
-_Inaddition, gnomes have a way of healing broken 
limbs (from shotgun or rifle fire or being run over by a car) 
a 


that is nothing short of miraculous; so much so that one 
cannot help but suspect the influence of a superior being. 
Animals wounded in these ways usually withdraw into a 
thicket for 14 days or so, to allow time for the gnomes to 
care for them. 
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Acupunct ure 


Gnomes have known about acupuncture for many thousands of years. They 
use gold and silver needles. 

(The badger in the illustration had a perforated cornea, caused by walking 
into a broken twig in the dark. Needles inserted around the left ear produced 
anesthesia in the entire left side of its face. When numbness came on, the 
cornea was stitched in the usual fashion.) 

Acupuncture also aids in the removal of deeply imbedded or broken 
thorns from the paws of animals—-a technique as old as the world. 
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Squirrels 


Squirrels often forget many of the 
places where they have hidden thei: 
nuts for the winter. In long or severe 
winters this could mean starvation. 
The gnome of the vicinity, with his 
infallible memory, will always come 
to the rescue. 


( ae Spiders 


Otters 


The gnome makes use of the ofter to 
transport him over streams, rivers, or 
other bodies of water. Swimming and 
giggling constantly, the otter ferries 
the gnome to the other side. 
(Swimming is too risky for gnomes 
because certain fish are too “fond” of 
them. True, a gnome could use a bark 
boat, but these are not at his disposal 
in every area.) 
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Spiders are not especially friends of the 
gnome; but a gnome will never 


i destroy a web, because that might 


bring bad luck. 


The old children’s rhyme “Ladybug, 
ladybug, fly away home, Your house 
is on fire . . .,”” which makes her 
actually fly away, originated with 
gnome children. 
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Swinging 


Gnome children, like children everywhere, love to swing. 
There is always a place in the bushes to hang the ropes. In 
the dunes or meadows, the gnome father builds a swing 
for them. (Incidentally, adult gnomes like to swing gently 
when pondering serious problems.) 
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Among themselves gnomes speak their own language. But since we come in 

contact only with solitary gnomes, we never hear it. (They can become very 

difficult if asked about their language.) It is certain, however, that animals 

understand it. ‘“Goodnight” is slitzweitz, and ‘‘thank you” is te diews. We did 

not progress much beyond these few words mainly because the gnomes master 

man’s languages perfectly. And if they cannot place a word, they immediately | 
ask its meaning. Their written language is the ancient runic script. 


“Slitzweitz” = Goodbye 
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Elves, Goblins, House Ghosts,Trolls, Dwarfs, .0.,c. 
Spirits, Wood. Nymphs, Mountain Nymphs, Uldras. 
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Elves 


An elfis an airy spirit of nature, who loves carefree dancing and playing 
stringed instruments. Elves live underground, or sometimes in or on top of 
water (preferably a spring), or sometimes even in the air (or in the branches of 
high trees). Now and then they take on an animal image. They are not 
malevolent by nature, but sometimes the consequences of their teasing have 
been serious (for example, causing people to become lost in the marshes) but it 
is not at all intentional. There are male, female, and sexless elves. Most of them 


have wings. 
Size: from 10 to 30cm. 
Intelligence: sharply focused, but high. 


Goblins 


Goblins grow to 30 cm. in length; dark little men dressed in black with small 
pointedicaps. They are admittedly malevolent and make no bones about it. 
When a man dies, they scare his family with their presence, just to be hateful. 
They are keen on silver and gold and try to wheedle it away from the gnomes. 
They often carry a small shovel with them. Habitat: only in large stretches of 
forest, whence they undertake their raids. 


House Ghosts 


This sort is very often confused with the gnome because they take on many 
shapes, including that of the gnome—and sometimes also of a rat, cat, or black 
dog. In their natural state they are invisible to man, but they can become visible 
in these forms. They make a lot of noise in the house at night; they live between 
the walls, in the attic or in the cellar, in the stable, in the shed, sometimes even 
in a large tree beside the house. They are not particularly intelligent, and 
remain friendly as long as they are treated well. They like to tease lazy people 
by pulling the blankets off their beds and sending icy drafts through the room. 
They also delight in knocking over milk pails and keeping people awake by 
constantly tapping on the walls. 

When made very angry, they become malevolent. Their noisemaking 
becomes unbearable; they throw stones, the cattle become sick, drought or cold 
weather or continuous storms occur. They leave the house or farm only when it 
has been totally overwhelmed by disaster and is lost. 


| Trolls 


Distribution area: Norway, Sweden, Finland, Russia, 
Siberia. Stupid, primitive, distrustful, and unbelievably 
ugly creatures. They have noses like cucumbers, anda tail. 
They are horribly strong and fast, and they stink. They 
often keep boxes full of stolen money and jewels, with 
which they play for hours, running their fingers through 
them. 

Size: over 1 meter tall. 

Hair: black and filthy. 


Dwarfs 


‘An almost extinct creature of the male sex. Height 1 meter 
20 cm., often smaller. Can still be found in the middle of 
‘inhospitable forests and in the mountains. They dig for 
igold and silver in extensive mines, and live in groups; they 
jare masters of metalwork. They are good-natured except 
|fora solitary few, possibly exiles, who are capable of 
|performing ugly deeds. If a dwarf should fall into human 
thands, he buys his freedom with gold. They do not have 
beards. 


River Spirits, Wood and 


arefied, often invisible, beings who can take on any form; 
ey are powerful in the magic arts. Neither good nor 
ill-natured as such, they avoid all trouble by simply 
drawing. But if they are pushed too far, disasters can 
: ry They can shed tears in a dismal fashion or laugh 
lugubriously; often they spy with one eye from behind a 


Bitecantein Nymphs 


Uldras 


Creatures who live underground; to be found only in 
Lapland. They resemble gnomes but are somewhat larger, 
and colorless. They live together in large families, or tribes, 
have authority over big wild animals such as bear, elk, 
wolf, and reindeer—who obey them completely. They are 
quite friendly, but blind as bats in the daylight. If they are 
mistreated by man, disasters may occur. Their ugliest 
method is to spread a poisonous powder over reindeer 
moss, causing that animal to die in large numbers and 
robbing the Lapp herders of their livelihood. 


The gnome doesn’t have much to do with elves, goblins, house ghosts, dwarfs, 
river, wood, or mountain nymphs, uldras, sorcerers, witches or werewolves, 
fire ghosts or fairies. He simply avoids them. 


Gnomes have great difficulty with trolls, however, especially in northern 

Europe, Russia, and Siberia. These disturbers of the peace—meddlesome and 

aggressive as they are—cause endless harm to man and animals, with whom 

the gnome has good relations and toward whom he feels a responsibility. 
Fortunately, beyond his cave the troll has no power over the gnome. 

Besides, the gnome is much more clever. Still, if a troll happens to catch a 

P gnome, the most gruesome things can happen. 


Or to hold the gnome so close to a flame that he catches 
fire. He is then thrown from troll to troll—the trick is to put 
out the flame with their sweaty hands without burning 
themselves! 


A favorite troll pastime is to hold the captured gnome 
against a revolving grindstone. 


Other atrocities: solitary confinement, a knife at the throat, 
or throwing a knife so that it falls within a hair’s breadth of 
a gnome whose hands and feet are tied. Sometimes the 
trolls make a gnome dance attached to a chain, or put him 
ona treadmill—in short, anything a warped mind can 
think up. 


The trollis not malicious enough to want to actually kill the 
gnome, but in spite of this the gnome sometimes becomes 
seriously wounded. In almost every case, however, the 
gnome succeeds in escaping from the troll cave, either 
through his own ingenuity or with outside help. 

Far worse treatment awaits a gnome if he falls into 
the hands of a snotgurgle, of whom, mercifully, only two 
or three exist in the world. The snotgurgle is as large as a 
troll (is perhaps even related to him from primeval times), 
has six black-clawed fingers on each hand, enormous flat 
feet with seven toes on each foot. His greasy, stinking 
body hair is infested with lice and fleas—which seem not 
to bother him. Hair covers him from head to toe, even on 
his face, where, between greasy locks, only his gleaming, 
idiotic eyes can be seen. 

Snotgurgles can live to be 2,000 years old, and they 
are born thieves. In their caves they have huge collections 
of gold, silver, and precious stones, which they have 
stolen from men throughout the years. Everything stinks 
of bugs. 

A gnome in the power of a snotgurgle has little 
chance of survival. There is the case of one Olie Hamerslag 
(now 385 years old) who resides in the drained marshes 
near the Berezina. His legs were amputated by a 
snotgurgle who ran him through a string bean cutting 
machine. This gnome cunningly succeeded in escaping 
afterward. He was then flown home by a speckled crow, 
has used wooden legs for more than seventy years, and 
now you would hardly know it. 


Alas, we also know of a gnome who lost his life: the snotgurgle put him 
through a mangle. These horrible creatures have also been known to take 
satanic pleasure, when they discovera gnome dwelling, in lying at the entrance 
and blowing their foul, scorching breath through the house until all the gnome 
furniture, irreplaceable portraits, and other cherished possessions have been 
destroyed. The gnomes, of course, flee through the escape route. But they have 
to begin their lives all over again elsewhere. 
LiceA \ / At present, the only snotgurgles to be found 
AA / are far beyond the Urals, and every gnome 
within a thousand-kilometer radius is wise 
enough to give the area a wide berth. 


Regrettably, we were unable to completely fathom the art 

of gnome weather forecasting. They do it with an accuracy 

that any professional weather forecaster would admire. 
When asked their secret, they mumble vaguely about 

“feeling it in your bones,” indicate that “it just happens,’’ 
or refer to “old-fashioned know-how,” and so on. 

We were able to learn, however, that they determine 
the amount of humidity in the air and the approach of 
low-pressure systems by the position of the stomata found 
on the undersides of leaves. An oak leaf has 58,000 
stomata per square centimeter. The gnome, with his sharp 
eyes, is capable of seeing, just by looking at the leaf, if the 
stomata are open or shut and thus making his 
calculations—without the aid of computers, of course. 

Gnomes also follow closely the 11-year rhythm of 
sunspots. A third aid comes from studying high- 
altitude air currents, where changes in weather first occur. 
This is most probably done with the help of birds. 

A great joke of theirs—hoping to lead us astray, no 
doubt—was to show us what they called the weather 
tree (Sertularia cupressina), which droops in dry weather 
and revives in humid weather. 
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As soon as even one centimeter of ice has formed on lakes, 
ponds, or puddles, the gnome puts on his skates. If the 
cold weather continues, skating races are organized. 

In thunderstorms the gnome is in little danger of 
being struck by lightning because he is so small. If the 
storm really starts to rage, he takes shelter under a beech, 
because these trees do not attract lightning. Gnomes know 
the old German rhyme to ward off lightning (the hammer 
of Thor): 


Oak should be avoided, 

Don’t stand under a willow, 
The pine is in danger, 

But beech may be safely sought. 


Gnomes can forecast a windstorm unerringly, just as Snow is also accurately forecast. This is necessary 


animals can. This knowledge is especially important to because the gnome uses many openings and holes in the 
them—without it they could easily be picked up and ground, and should these become snowed over, other 
blown away. arrangements would have to be made. (Mention has 


already been made of the long-distance skis used by 
gnomes after a snowstorm.) 

In the mountains the gnome can predict an 
avalanche as surely as the chamois, fox, and deer. 
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In a small house in the middle of a dark, sprawling OH oe 
forest lived a poor woodsman. 

He had a wife, six children, and a black cat with one 
eye who kept the rats and mice at bay. The children had to 
walk two hours to get to school. Beside the little house was 
a vegetable garden and even a little flower garden; in the 
barn were two skinny goats and a pig. 

But the family could hardly manage on the meager 
earnings of a woodsman, even though the father left the 
house before dawn and arrived home—exhausted—long 
after sunset. Though they had plenty of firewood anda 
clear stream nearby, the wife often sighed to her husband: 

“How can we possibly bring up all our children?” 

And the woodsman would shrug his shoulders and 
say he couldn’t work any harder than he already did, and 
this was true. 

One day as he was arriving home in the twilight he 


~ saw in the distance the cat leaving the woods with 

wa aes inits mouth. But something was strange: the 
“rat had no tail. Filled with curiosity, the woodsman ap- 
proached the cat who was sitting under a bush. She hissed 
malevolently as he came closer, but the woodsman wasn’t 
afraid. He grabbed the cat by the base of her tail with one 
hand andwith the other pressed against her jaws until she 
opened her mouth and let the thing fall. 

“Well, I'll be,”” said the woodsman. Because what he 
had picked up was nota rat, buta gnome woman. She was 
dead. 


The woodsman had seen a gnome once, but never a 
female one. He took her inside and wiped away a few 
drops of blood on her cheeks and legs. His wife and 
children stroked the doll-like little being and laid her on 
the window seat in the living room while they ate their 


pre 


Fo serail 


meal of potatoes and bacon fat in the kitchen. When they 
came back, the little gnome woman was gone. 

“Maybe the cat has got her again,” the wife said, but 
the cat still sat sulking under the bush outside, showing 
one angry eye. The family gave up searching and went to 
bed, as everyone had to be up early in the morning. 

The woodsman woke up in the middle of the night. 
Something was tugging gently at his ear. Beside his head 


en a se Oe 


stood a gnome. ‘You saved my wife,” he said. “What can] 
do to reward you?” “But she was dead, wasn’t she?” the 
woodsman asked, sleepily. ‘She was only pretending to 
be dead. Luckily, she’s still full of life—oh, a scratch here, a 
few black-and-blue marks there—but she'll get overit. Just 
tell me what you want as a reward. Here is a little flute. 
When you blow on it, I’ll return.” And just like that—he 
disappeared! 


The woodsman and his wife discussed the matter the 
jtest of the night. They finally decided to ask if they might 
have three wishes, just as in the fairy tales. 


The following evening the woodsman blew on the 
flute, and shortly thereafter the gnome appeared. 
; “Td like to have three wishes,”’ said the woodsman, 
somewhat timidly, while his wife poked at the fire behind 
him. 
The gnome looked a little glum but finally said: 
“Well, go on then—what is your first wish?” 
“I want a nugget of gold so I won’t have money 
worries anymore.” 

The gnome shook his head. 

“You can have it, but gold seldom brings 
happiness.” 

“I don’t care,” said the woodsman. 

“And the other two wishes?” 

“We haven't decided yet.” 
i “Well, just blow on the flute when you want me 
again,” said the gnome witha sigh. 


Next morning, there on the front steps of the little 
house lay a gold nugget as big as an orange, sparkling in 
the sun. The woodsman grabbed it up and yelled, “We're 
rich, we’re rich!’” And then he carried the nugget to the 
village to exchange it for money. But no one in the village 
had ever seen a gold nugget before and no one knew what 
it was worth. The blacksmith advised the woodsman to 
take it to a jeweler in the city. The woodsman set off at 
once; but instead of going the long way he took a shortcut 
through the swamps that he remembered from the 
days of his youth. As he danced along the way, admiring 
his gold nugget, he slipped off the path and plunged intoa 
quagmire and immediately began to sink. He tried to reach 
‘out for firm ground, but couldn’t make it. In one hand he 
clutched the gold nugget, and with the other he struggled 
to get the flute out of his pocket so that he could signal the 
gnome. He was barely able to reach it and blow a shrill 
blast. 

He had sunk up to his neck in mud when the gnome 
appeared. 

; “Get me out of here,” cried the woodsman. 

“That is your second wish,” said the gnome. He then 
stuck two fingers in his mouth and whistled shrilly—and 
in a few minutes he was surrounded by six other gnomes. 
Using their little axes, the gnomes chopped down a nearby 
tree so that it fell across the quagmire right next to the 
-woodsman. He wasable to hoist himself up onto it and get 
jback to the path from which he had fallen. When he looked 
around, the gnomes had disappeared. 

But still he had the gold nugget in his hand. He went 
on his way, muddy and shivering; eventually, his clothes 
ried and his courage returned. He found a jeweler in the 
ity and entered his shop. The jeweler was a 
inguished-looking man in a white smock; he wore 
d-rimmed glasses: Frowning at the enormous nugget 
‘gold and at the woodsman’s bedraggled appearance, 
ne e jeweler weighed the nugget. Then he asked the 
7oodsman to wait a few minutes and scurried out of his 


N 


shop through the back door to notify the police. A half 
hour later the woodsman found himself in the police 
station. 

“And now tell us where you stole this gold,” said a 
fat police sergeant in a fatherly fashion. 

The commissioner of police asked the same question 
an hour later—but in a less fatherly fashion. 

“T didn’t steal it,” cried the woodsman in despair, “I 
got it from a gnome.” 

“Of course, from a gnome,” said the commissioner, 
who had never seen a gnome—and would never, because 
he was such an unpleasant person. ‘’Not even one grain of 
gold has ever been found in this country in a thousand 
years—but that doesn’t occur to this gentleman, does it? 
Lock him up!” 


During the days that followed, the woodsman was 
questioned again and again—and threatened with dire 
consequences if he did not reveal the source of the gold. 
Finally, he was examined by a doctor, but even he could 
cast no light on the matter except to report that the 
woodsman kept babbling away about gnomes. 

None of these people had ever seen a gnome because 
they all had ugly souls. 

Meanwhile, the gold nugget was kept in the vault of 
the city council. After a week went by, the woodsman 
became so miserable that, one night, he blew the flute. 
After two hours, the gnome appeared. 

“My wife and children are starving,’”’ the woodsman 
said. “I want to get out.” 

“That is your third wish,” replied the gnome, “but 
Ihave already taken care of your wife and children.” 

The gnome went that same night to consult a lawyer in 
the city who had a house gnome. Next day, the lawyer 
visited the police and succeeded in having the woodsman 
freed, owing to lack of evidence. But the gold remained 
behind for safekeeping until its theft could be verified. 

The woodsman gladly went back to his work. The © 
forest had never seemed so spacious and free as it did after 
his stay in the stuffy cell in the city; he was happy and 
satisfied—even though he often thought of the gold. 


From that time on, things improved for him in all 
sorts of ways. First, a rich foreigner bought all the logs the 
woodsman had cut for twice the usual price. Next, the 
same man asked if the woodsman would become his 
overseer. 

The happy woodsman was given a cheerful house at 
the edge of a village, and close to the school. He earned 
much more than before and his troubles were over. 

A few months later he came across the gnome in the 
woods. 

“And?” the gnome asked, ‘Have you got your gold 
back yet?” 

“Not yet,” the woodsman said, “It seems to be a 
criminal act in this country to possess gold. But even 
without it, my troubles are over.”’ 

‘So, there you are,” the gnome said—and 
disappeared into the bushes. 


namong the dark, warm 
beams of a windmill in north- 
ern Holland lived a gnome family. The miller knew 
them well. He had once saved the gnome wife from 
being crushed by the millstone. The miller always set aside 
milk and cornmeal for the gnome family. In exchange, 
they kept a watch out for fires, and warned him of coming 
storms or windy weather. The miller was thus always able 
to tie back the sails of his windmill’s arms in time to 
prevent them from rotating wildly and possibly causing a 
fire due to the friction—a common hazard of windmills. 
-If a member of the miller’s family became ill, the 
gnome came to call and laid his tiny, wrinkled hand on the 
fevered brow; he also left behind powerful medicinal 


“ herbs. This treatment usually resulted in a quick recovery. 

In short, all was well in the windmill, not only 
physically but also financially. The miller and his wife 
were hardworking and intelligent and they had pleasant 
children. 

But nearby lived some lazy folk who were less 
intelligent and whose wives had too free a hand with 
money. Envious, these vicious neighbors spread the 
rumor that the miller dabbled in black magic and that this 
was the reason for his great prosperity. Most people took 
no notice of these whisperings, but among the 
malcontents the rumors persisted. 

In one of these dens of gossip lived a bright 
eleven-year-old girl with straw-blond braids. It was hard 


to believe that she could be the daughter of such stupid 
and narrow-minded parents—but this sometimes 
happens. She knew all there was to know about animals 
and plants and was wonderfully gifted at modeling clay. A 
sweet and patient girl, one could tell that she would grow 
up to be a beauty. She had heard all the stories going 
around the village, and it became obvious to her that the 

miller’s prosperity was due to gnomes living in the mill 
and not to black magic. She would have given anything to 

have hada gnome of her own, but because of her parents 

they always passed her house by. 

One day at school she modeled a lifelike gnome in 
clay with the help of her teacher. The neighborhood potter 
was kind enough to fire the modeled gnome in his kiln. 
Afterward, the girl painted the gnome’s cap blue 
(incorrectly, of course), his blouse red, and his pants and 
boots green. She also fashioned a little wooden 


wheelbarrow and placed the statue with it among the 
flowers in her parents’ garden. 

Her parents made fun of the statue, but they did not 
remove it. The gnomes in the mill heard of it, of course, 
and came to look at it. They were touched. As a reward 
they brought a present for the girl every month. And her 
sweetness and determination had such a good influence as 
the years went by that her parents became less backward 
and more generous. As a result—and with a certain 
amount of luck—they became more prosperous. 

But the remaining dullards naturally misunderstood 
all this and muttered among themselves: “If you have a 
gnome statue in your garden you will become rich.” 

Absolute nonsense, of course. But such ideas catch 
on. And ever since, it has been a tradition in some homes 
to have a gnome—with or without a wheelbarrow—in the 
garden. 


The farm stood on a mound beside a seemingly endless 
dyke. Farther on, to the south of the river, there was 
nothing but vast reed- and grassland, dotted with small 
pools. Beyond, there was only stark loneliness, as far as 
the eye could see. 

There were many hares, partridges, curlews, 
pheasants, oyster catchers, black-tailed godwits, geese, 
teal; swans, coots, and even otters. A gnome family lived 
in the roof of the farmhouse. 

When winter began, the father gnome and his two 


80-year-old sons warned the hares of impending high 
water and advised them to move. But the hares simply 
stared with large silly eyes, took no notice of the advice, 
and continued their carefree running about, chasing 
female hares and preening their ears. 

The water began to rise at the end of February. It 
rained day after day, and the people living upstream were 
forced to build a spillway into the reed- and grassland. 
Cork-dry reeds and blackberry brambles were deluged 
overnight. The young hares were the first to drown. All 


winged creatures sought safety. The adult hares were 
driven back onto the high ground, but as these areas too 
disappeared under water, the hares panicked and 
drowned—needlessly, for hares, like all four-footed 
animals, are excellent swimmers. 

Finally, the plain was transformed into a large 
watery mirror, with here and there only a tree top, a few 
reed plumes, and tops of bushes to be seen. The water 


continued to rise. 
Anarea of high ground not far from the dyke called 


the Broomstick (witches were supposed to have lived there 
in the old days) became the refuge for the last 8 hares to 
survive out of 200. But there was no shelter from the icy 
winds or the eyes of beasts of prey. 

Water birds notified the gnomes of the hares’ plight. 

But the gnomes realized that they couldn’t count on 
any human assistance because there was an unsym- 
pathetic farm worker nearby with a hunting rifle. 

That evening the gnomes were fortunate enough to 
see the wooden gate of a picket fence floating by. The 


water was level with the dyke, so they lashed the gate as 
best they could to the land. Cleverly, they increased its 
buoyancy by binding loose beams and driftwood beneath 
it, and at about 3:00 A.M. it rose high enough out of the 
water to bear considerable weight. 

The gnomes dragged the raft to a point where the 


hard northwester blew directly toward the hares’ island; 
they jumped aboard and let the wind carry them. It was 
bitterly cold on the bare raft and they felt very lonely amid 
the dark, turbulent elements. To keep warm—and to 
speed up the slow-floating raft—they rowed a bit witha 
loose plank. 


Two and a half hours later they reached the 


| Broomstick. The hares were wet, hungry, and nervous. 


They ran skittishly about, stamping their hindfeet. So 


| frightened were they that they dared not approach the 


taft. Whenever one would puta foot on the raft, he would 
pull back, run to the other side of the island, and sit 
huddled up and shivering. 

All the while, it rained continuously and the wind 
sent showers of foam over animal and gnome alike. 

Finally, the father gnome warned the hares in a 
booming voice that within two hours at most the 
Broomstick would be under water, They had better make 
haste. That got them going at last! First on board was an 
old mother; she was followed by the others, a tick-ridden 
male hare bringing up the rear. 

The gnomes found it impossible to row the heavily 
laden raft against the wind, for in the meantime the 


-northwester had taken on storm proportions. All they 


could do was to drag the raft to the other side of the island 
and let the wind take them. They hoped they would reach 
land somewhere. It was an uncertain plan, but the only 
one that could be carried out. The hares offered no help. 
They sat rolling their eyes, numbed with fear. 


Fortunately, the raft proceeded with more speed 
than before because of the heightened storm and the eight 
wind-catching hare bodies on board. 

The Broomstick disappeared slowly from sight. 


_ Across the water beyond the island the twinkling lights of 


the farmhouse, where it was safe and warm, became 
smaller and smaller. All around lay endless black water 
and curling crests of waves. The wind wailed. 

The gnomes stood together and, with troubled eyes, 
searched a horizon that had melted into one dark mass. 


_ Everyone was soaking wet and freezing cold. 


Hours later, as it began to get light, land suddenly 
loomed up in front of them. The raft ran aground on the 
edge of anew dyke road under construction. It was a wide, 
safe wall of sand disappearing in both directions into the 
lonely distance, but with lots of grass and weeds growing 
on it. The hares skipped off the raft, relieved, and stiffly 
ran away, stopping now and then to take in the new 
terrain with their large, frightened eyes, but never turning 
back with a ‘fare thee well” or a “thank you.” 

The gnomes consulted the secret maps that they had 
brought and planned their return route to the farm. The 


_ journey would have to be undertaken in daylight, because 


there was no shelter or gnome house in which to hide. 
No one, however, saw the little men as they hurried 
forth on their long hike, not even as they crept past farms 


_and houses—mainly because they have special techniques 
_ for this. Fortunately, too, there were still low-hanging 


dark clouds in the sky, and it rained at times. 
By afternoon they reached home; they ate a huge 


_ meal and slept for twelve hours under the most 
comfortable blankets in the world. 


In Charkov, people enjoy telling this story. Just outside 
their village lived a certain Tatjana Kirillovna Roeslanova. 
She was seventy years old but still had a pretty, straight 
nose and shining white hair which she parted in the 
middle. She had been exiled from Moscow by the secret 
police; her husband was dead and she was without 
resources. Nobody was allowed to employ her, so to make 
a livelihood she bought a cow with money from secret 
friends. 

Then she did something that Soviet authorities 
prefer not to see, but tolerate through necessity. She 
supplied ten houses on the outskirts of the village with 
milk—they would, otherwise, have had to travel so far for 
their milk that it would no longer be fresh when they 
returned. Tatjana lived in a shack in the middle of a small 


vegetable garden and spent the days grazing her cow 
along the roadside. 

There are hundreds of thousands of these one-cow 
businesses in Russia. The economic consequences of 
removing them would be so great that the government 
turns a blind eye. 


And so Tatjana grazed her cow by day, was 
continually affectionate to her, and at night brought her 
into a corner of the shack for milking. In the opposite 
corner of the shack, behind a black cloth, a number of 
religious icons were hidden. Tatjana had managed to 
smuggle them from her large Moscow house, and daily 
she prayed before them. The cow gave 20 liters of milk a 
day; but there was a six-week dry period when she was 


expecting her calf (every year she was sent toa bull owned 
by a sympathetic farmer) and Tatjana had to reckon on this 
period in stretching her earnings over the entire year. 

_ Although Tatjana had once been a well-to-do lady, 
she accepted her lot and made the best of it. She always 
sought out new roads, searching for the best grass for her 
cow, but usually returned home through the same dense 
alder thicket not far from her shack. In the center of the 
wood were a few large boulders. Under the boulders lived 
two gnome families with nearly adult children. Every day 
Tatjana stopped in the woods and picked up from under a 
‘bush a small, artfully made pitcher half the size of a jam 
pot. She filled it with milk from a few squeezes of the cow’s 
udder and put it back under the bush. She did this every 
day, even during the scorching Russian summer heat, or 
biting cold, or snow, or fog and rain. And each morning 
following, the pitcher stood in its place again—empty and 


scrupulously clean. 

One evening while closing the small shutters outside 
her shack Tatjana fell and broke her ankle. She dragged 
herself inside but could do nothing more. The next day she 
managed to milk her cow, but by evening the beast was 
bellowing hungrily though Tatjana had given her all the 
bread in the house. 

The next day an ambulance stopped in front of the 
shack (one of Tatjana’s customers had alerted the health 
service). A grumpy doctor examined her ankle hastily and, 
with the help of an attendant, rushed her off to the 
hospital. She pleaded with them to do something for her 
cow, but they shrugged their shoulders and drove on. 
None of her neighbors dared do anything for fear of the 
police. 

In the hospital, Tatjana wept for her cow. Everyone 
she asked for help either shook their head or shrugged 


Gnome milking’ 


their shoulders. Her ankle was put ina plaster cast, and 
she was told that she would have to stay in the hospital for 
eight weeks because it was a complicated break. Tatjana 
worried herself sick over the cow, but soon news from 
home reached her. 

As soon as the sun had set on the second day after 
Tatjana’s accident, the shack door opened, the cow walked 
out and, without a tether, followed a gnome, who took her 
to the best grazing areas along the road. Just before sunrise 
she returned. 

In the meantime, all the empty milk cans belonging 
to Tatjana’s customers had been collected—along with the 
money that was left in advance to pay for the next 
morning’s milk. In the shack, the cow was milked by the 
two strongest gnomes, and the filled cans were back at 
their respective addresses as the sun began to rise. 

When Tatjana arrived home eight weeks later, with 
her ankle in a smaller plaster cast, she wept again, but this 
time from happiness and gratitude. There the cow stood, 


the picture of health, and beside the ancient samovar on 
the wooden table lay the milk money for eight weeks and 
two days, neatly stacked. 

When she went to bed that night, thinking about 
how she would be able to shuffle along the road the next 
day, she worried aloud that she would not be able to go 
very far. 

“No need to,” a voice behind her said. And when 
she turned around she saw five gnomes standing behind 
her humble bed. 

“We've come to get the cow,” the eldest said, 
critically looking at her plastered foot. ‘There is no 
question of your walking long distances for the time being. 
You go to sleep now and we'll take care of the rest. We 
hope you don’t mind if we fill our own pitcher?” 

Immediately the others ran off to gather the empty 
cans, and the eldest gnome, clearing his throat, took the 
cow on her way. 


Everyone knows that a brush fire during a long period of 
drought can be disastrous for man, animals, gnomes, and 
the countryside. What everyone is unaware of, however, 
is that many such fires occur that do not result in devas- 
tation. 

Gamekeepers and foresters continually find places 
where small fires have briefly raged and in some 
mysterious way have been extinguished—sometimes very 


close to a dangerously inflammable area of brush or dry 
forest floor. 

Just how the gnomes put out these fires is not known 
for certain. Sometimes, perhaps, by lighting a small 
counterfire (prairie Indian method); sometimes by 
speedily drilling into an underground stream and 
pumping up the water. But about other methods used we 
remain completely ignorant. 


i, The old writer sensed that his death was approaching. He 
_ lived in Norway, ina low cabin with book-lined walls in 


the neighborhood of Lillehammer, beside a mountain 


- slope. 


Next to the window, overlooking the valley, was a 


_ large table bearing paper, magazines, volumes of verse, 


inkpots, pens, candles, and more books, carelessly 
stacked. 

One evening, just at sunset, the writer left his bed 
and went to sit at the table. He looked out over the peaceful 
valley with its lake in the distance, and recalled how he 
had lived here quietly for many years, and thought of how 
many books he had written and that soon it would all be 
over. Suddenly, a gnome jumped onto the table, seated 
himself opposite the writer, and crossed his legs. The 
writer greeted him happily. 

“Tell me another story,” he asked the aged gnome, 
who was holding his silver watch against his ear. “I can’t 


_ think of any more, I’ve become too old.” 


“I don’t know any more,” the gnome said. ‘You've 


_ already written all the stories about this country. You've 


become rich from them.” 

“Just tell me one more. My hands are so tired, I can 
hardly write anymore,” sighed the writer. (Nevertheless 
he placed pencil and notebook within reach. ) 

“All right then,” the gnome said. He changed his 
position and stared outside. “Do you see that big weeping 
willow in the distance at the edge of the lake? The ends of 


its branches always hang in the water. I'll tell you why. 

“Long ago, one dark night, mountain trolls switched 
their infant daughter with the daughter of a rich farmer, 
kidnapping her when everyone was asleep. Next day, the 
poor parents couldn’t understand why their daughter's 
skin had suddenly become so dark or why her eyes looked 
like black currants. But deep in the forest the trolls exulted 
over the blue eyes, blond hair, and soft skin of the stolen 
child—and they performed a joyful, thumping dance ina 
circle. 

“The troll child grew up to be a dark, wild tomboy 
and did only naughty and ugly things; she loved no one 
and no one loved her. One day she disappeared and was 
never seen again. 

“But in the forest, the farmer's daughter became 
sweeter and lovelier every year despite all the crude and 
rough things she saw about her. When she was seventeen 
she was discovered by Olav, a strong farm laborer. (Olav 
slept below me in the stable of a farmhouse in the valley.) 
He was bringing ina few lost cows from the high mountain 
meadow for the winter when he saw the farmer's 
daughter. She was sweeping the ground in front of the 
troll cave under the watchful eyes of the old troll mother. It 
was dusk, but Olav thought he had never seen anything so 
fair and beautiful. He immediately fell in love. As he 
attempted to approach, the troll mother pulled the girl 
inside and locked the door. 

“Back in the stable, Olav asked if I would help him, 


and we set off that same night. Reaching the troll hill, we 
saw a stream flowing from it. (Water flows through the 
middle of every troll hill; they use it for drinking.) Using a 
divining rod, I found the spring on the other side of the hill 
from which the water flowed. We dug a hole, and when 
we reached water, Olav put me into a wooden shoe and I 


| floated into the stuffy troll cave. 


“T hid myself and the wooden shoe in a dark corner 
of the cave and waited until the trolls left to perform their 
nightly crimes in the forest. Before leaving they shut the 
girl in a side alcove and finally locked the main door 


behind them. Only the girl and I remained in the somber, » 


stinking lair. As soon as it was safe, I released the girl and 
said to her: ‘You're nota troll girl! Outside there’s someone 
who will suit you much better than a troll.’ 

“She looked quite astonished and hesitated, but 
finally came along with me. Outside she saw the blond 
giant of a man Olav; at once she fell in love with him, as he 
had with her. 

“The three of us ran for home. But we were still deep 
in the forest, and before we could make our getaway the 
trolls learned that we had stolen their prize. They caught 
up with us, beat Olav until he was black and blue, and took 
the girl back. I couldn’t doa thing. 

“A week later, we tried again. This time Olav took 
along a horse that he had borrowed from the farmer he 
worked for. For the second time, I drifted along on the 
underground stream into the trolls’ domain. But this time 


the trolls had left their old mother to stand guard. When 
the old mother troll turned away from a bowl of porridge 
she was making, I quickly tossed a good dash of sleeping 
potion into it. Ten minutes later she was snoring away. (I 
had signaled the girl not to eat the porridge.) 

“ Again the three of us raced through the forest for 
home. It was much quicker this time, ona horse. But in 
spite of it, the trolls caught up with us, just as we were 
almost out of the forest. Again they beat Olav until he was 
half dead, then took the girl back with them—and the 
horse, too, of course. There was nothing we could do; no 
matter how strong Olav was, the trolls were stronger. 

“Three weeks later it snowed. This time I managed to 
get two reindeer to help us. In the trolls’ cave I had to wait 
half the night, because not only was the troll mother on the 
lookout but the troll father as well! Eventually I was able to 
sneak enough sleeping potion into their porridge to put 
them fast asleep. 

“The reindeer transported us quickly on a small 
sleigh along little-known paths in the direction of the lake. 
The trolls pursued us, but in the snowstorm we were lucky 
enough to reach the edge of the lake. I knew where an old 
fishing boat was moored and we got to it quickly. We cut 
the sleigh loose, thanked the reindeer, and sent them back 
to their herd. The lake was still not entirely frozen. Olav 
and the girl climbed aboard the boat and began rowing; I 
skied homeward along the bank of the lake. Nothing could 
happen to me. Trolls have no power over us once they 


leave their cave. It was almost sunrise. The last snowflakes 
fell; the sky opened up and, in the east, took ona yellow 
and red hue. 

“When the boat was already a good distance across 
the lake, the trolls finally reached the dock. They ranted 
and raved, but Olav rowed with big strokes toward the 
other side, and the trolls couldn’t reach them. The trolls 
didn’t have much time left: when the sun shines on them, 
they turn to stone. Suddenly, the strongest troll seized a 


gigantic boulder and hurled it at the fleeing pair. The 
boulder did not hit the boat, but it fell so close to it that the 
boat capsized. The suction dragged the girl down to the 
depths of the lake and she drowned. For hours, Olav dived 
in search of her, but he had no luck. Deeply depressed, he 
finally swam to the bank of the lake. 

“After this, Olav was inconsolable. Every day he 
went to the edge of the lake and stood in one spot, staring 
at the water. He never looked at another girl. And when he 


became so old that he couldn’t work any more, he 
continued to return daily to the same spot. In the end, he 
stood there the whole day long. Branches grew out of his 
head and roots from his feet. And then he stood there 
forever. He is that weeping willow you see there at the 
lake’s edge. Even now its branches feel about in the water 
in an attempt to find the drowned girl.” 

The gnome looked around. The old writer had 
grown still. His snow-white head lay upon the notebook 


on the table. He was dead. The gnome smiled and went 
over to him. He closed the writer’s eyes and read what was 
on the paper. The last words were, ““And then he stood 
there forever.” 

And the gnome pulled the notebook out from under 
the dead writer's head, carefully loosened the pencil from 
his stiff fingers, and wrote the remaining sentences of the 


story. 


Northwest of Vastervik in Sweden, where the road divides 


and the great elk forest begins, stands a dilapidated Here lies 
church. There are a few overgrown gravestones in the SIGURD LARSSON 

small cemetery beside the church. After scraping away the Born the 24th of the Hay Month 1497 
moss on one of these gravestones, we can read the Died the 30th of Summer Month 1550 
following text: 


Only the gnomes know that the grave under this stone 
contains no body. 


Sigurd Larsson was a rich farmer who owned an 
enormous estate and grew richer year by year. He was a 
heavily built, unpleasant man with a cruel disposition, a 
coarse face, anda loud voice, which he used to shout down 
everything and everyone. He ruled his farm laborers 
ruthlessly and punished them for even the slightest 
offense by whipping them; milkmaids were either shut 
outside for the night or made to sleep in the hayloft. It was 
a wonder that he had any staff at all; but if anyone did 
leave, the influential Larsson made certain they would 
never tind work elsewhere. 

Everyone on the huge farm went silently about his 
work and attempted to keep out of the master’s way, for he 
had a habit of creating false crimes just so he could punish 
someone. For example, he once hid some pieces of gold 
and then pretended to catch the so-called thief when they 
turned up. He often swept dirt under the carpets so that he 
could scold the cleaning girls. A favorite pastime of 
Larsson’s was to hide in the summerhouse at the center of 


the large estate and spy on his farmhands as they worked 
the land. He punished them later if in his opinion they had 
not worked hard enough. 

But his greatest satisfaction was in counting and 
reading IOU’s. He had a cupboard full of them—all from 
small farmers, poor families, and neighboring villagers. It 
was his habit to write letters each evening in which he 
summoned the poor wretches to the farm to press them for 
payment or to plague them into signing new IOU’s withan 
even higher interest rate. 

And so life dragged by on the estate: from the 
outside, a gay and attractive collection of buildings ona 
great sweeping plain; on the inside, misery, resentment, 
and bitter grief. In the stables, at work, and in their 
sleeping places, the people mumbled curses and 
complaints—but only into trustworthy ears, because there 
were also spies about. One of those trusted was the farm 
gnome. , 

Night after night, he patiently listened to the 
complaints of first this one then the other, giving advice 
when he could. From time to time he would go to Sigurd 
Larsson in the evening and try to plead someone’s case, 
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but the cruel farmer just laughed—that is, if he didn’t 
throw an inkwell or a cup of coffee at him. 

The gnome always carried himself ina very dignified 
way and would only say: “Just you wait, Sigurd, there’ll 
come a time when you'll beg me for mercy on bended 
knee.” Then the farmer would become furious and try to 
grab the gnome, but the gnome would always see to it that 
he sat ina position from which he could, with the simplest 
movement, escape through a chink in the wall. 

Years went by. And then something began to change 
slowly in the big, strong body of Larsson. There were 
times when he felt tired, and pains shot through his arms 
and legs—something he’d never experienced before. At 
first he would just curse it away and do some cruel deed to 
show that he was still the same old Larsson. But his 
condition worsened within a few months and he began to 
lose weight. First a physician was sent for, then a surgeon, 
and then an herb doctor. None of them could diagnose his 
case, for all their learning, and Larsson was relieved only 
of a good deal of money. 

After eight months, his eyes were hollow, his 
stomach caved in, his arms and legs were as thin as birch 
branches—he couldn’t walk more than ten minutes 
without becoming tired. Finally, he went to Stockholm 
and Uppsala, but the professors there shook their heads, 
saying that there was nothing science could do to cure 
him. 

The gnome did not let himself be seen by Sigurd fora 
month after his return. One evening he silently appeared 
when the farmer, weak and disheartened but still vicious, 
was going over his IOU’s. 

“Sigurd,’’ the gnome said. “You're going to die.” 

“The farmer raised his head with a quick jerk and 
stared at the little man. He briefly considered throwing a 
book and killing the gnome, for he sat unconcerned on the 
edge of the table, but instead Larsson said: 

“What do you know about it?” 

“Everything,’”’ answered the gnome. “I even know 
what you need and the herb that can cure you.” 

And with that, he disappeared. 

A week later he returned and said: 

“A devil is gnawing at your nervous system and 
causing your muscles to dry up. They’re eager to have you 
in hell so they can roast your black soul.” 

“Wait,” cried the farmer, but the gnome had already 
disappeared. A week later he came back and said: 

“T have a magic potion that can rout the devil out, but 
you're not going to get it.” And disappeared again. 

When the gnome came back during the third week, 
Sigurd fell on his knees and begged: 

“Help me! I'll give you anything you want.” 

He was now just skin and bones and could hardly 
walk from one chair to another. But the gnome just shook 
his head and said: 

“‘Tt-will be a blessing when the world is rid of you. But 
first you must suffer some more.” 


A short time later, the insidious illness slowed the 


working of Larsson’s heart almost to a standstill. 

And then came the morning when he did not 
awaken. It was the barber who found him and pronounced 
him dead. The priest prayed over his body, for the rest and 
peace of his departed soul. Everyone breathed a sigh of 
relief. 

But the farmer wasn’t dead. It only seemed that way. 
His heartbeat was so slow and breathing so slight that they 
escaped the barber’s attention. But the farmer had heard 
everything and could just barely see through his almost 
closed eyelids. For the rest, he was totally paralyzed. 

For a day anda half he lay in state in the death room. 
Servants and maids paid their respects by hissing curses at 
him and making faces. 

On the evening before the funeral, the gnome 


Climbing out of the grave, he breathed the cool night air. 


appeared by the coffin and said to Larsson: 

“Do you hear that noise in the room next door? That 
is your wife and the overseer, who have broken open the 
cupboard. They’re tearing up the IOU’s.”’ 

The next day Larsson saw the light disappear as the 
lid was screwed onto the coffin. Then, witha deadly fear in 
his heart, he felt the movement of the hearse. He wanted 
to scream and knock on the coffin lid but he could do 
nothing: he was completely paralyzed. Still later, he heard 
dull thuds as shovelfuls of earth fell onto the coffin. And 
the sound of the priest’s voice and the mumbling of the 
bystanders became more and more faint. Larsson had 
never known such fear. When the gravedigger finished 
filling in the grave, the people went home, saying, ‘He 
was nothing but a scoundrel. What luck to be rid of him.” 

Late that first night, eight gnomes gathered around 
the grave. They dug away the earth above the coffin with 
their shovels and pried opened the lid. The farm gnome 
poured a few drops from a bottle between the livid lips of 
the farmer. Larsson suddenly felt a wondrous power 
flowing through his body and opened his eyes. 

“This is the healing potion,” the farm gnome said. 
“But before we make you well you must promise never to 
return here. Blink three times if you agree to this.” 

Sigurd did so. The gnome poured a few more drops 
between his lips. 

“You will become a woodcutter in a forest far away. 
Promise.” 

Sigurd obeyed. His heart began to beat faster and his 
blood began circulating. He could even lift his hand. 

“You will need to use this potion for the rest of your 
life,” the gnome said. ‘We will ask our brothers in the 
forest to provide you with it every three weeks. Don’t 
come sneaking back here, for then you will die properly.” 

He then emptied the whole bottle into the farmer’s 
mouth. Sigurd sat up shakily and then stood upright in the 
coffin. He could hardly believe that he was alive again. 


Later he could not recall if it was the fumes from the bottle 
or his own weakened state—but he came to his senses to 
find himself sitting beside a wood fire in a dark forest far 
from his former home. Gradually his strength returned 
and he lived on for another twenty years—in great poverty 
but happy to be alive. 


Three days after Larsson’s funeral an inscribed 
tombstone was placed above his grave. (The gnomes had 
filled it in again very carefully.) 

At the farm there were no more beatings or 
nagging—on the contrary, everyone went about his work 
with pleasure, feeling better than ever. Larsson’s wife 
proved to be a good mistress in whom people could place 
their trust. There was laughing once again on the estate, 
and the girls sang and danced freely at holiday time. 

The summerhouse was no longer used for spying on 
people, but for gay Saturday night parties and long 
Sundays with plenty to eat and drink. 


orthern Siberia is covered by a sparse forest, half the size 
ec called the taiga. There are also mountain 
chains, discovered only in 1926, in which perfectly 
dreserved frozen mammoths have been found. 
In the winter there are three hours of daylight and 
“emperatures hover at 55 degrees below zero; amidst these 
leak conditions, the northern lights offer a show of 
jumbfounding beauty. 

Fur-bearing animals inhabit the area—the fox, small 
3ray squirrel, lynx, mink, marten, wolf, bear, also reindeer 
and shaggy-haired wild ponies. Large-limbed, hardy 
3nomes with piercing eyes also live in the taiga; unlike 
woodland gnomes, they are not invariably friendly and 
van be vicious if crossed. These gnomes often tease the 
‘tappers who, owing to the nature of their work, spend 
long weeks tracking through the icy taiga. The gnomes 
spoil animal tracks, cause avalanches, remove trailblazing 
marks, imitate wild-animal calls in the night, and warn 
animals of the hunters’ approach. 

North of Oimyakon there lived a gnome named 
Kosta, who was much more mischievous than the rest. He 

as a giant of a fellow, more than half again as large as 
ai gnomes—even measured in his socks. He made 
eryone in his part of the forest tremble with fright. 

If he discovered hunters in his territory, he went to 
them and demanded they pay a toll: the best pelts they 
had. If they hesitated, he threatened to make their 
reindeer ill or cause them to fall off a cliff, knowing full well 
that the hunter depends on the reindeer for his livelihood. 
' Eventually all this came to the attention of the gnome 


king of Siberia. A stream of complaints had reached the 
court. Gnomes were getting a bad name, and the king 
decided that it was time to teach the scoundrel a lesson. So 
he summoned a pair of wise old gnomes; they conferred 
for a day and a night, and hatched a plan. Then the 
younger and more clever of the two was sent off to do 

the job. 
First, the clever gnome went to the wild ponies and 
spoke to the leading stallion. An hour later a dozen swift 
ponies swarmed toward the south and formed a giant half 
circle. They would act as a lookout: as soon as one of them 
saw a hunter entering the territory of the malicious gnome 
he was toalert the stallion. Meanwhile the gnome galloped 
off to the roosting place of a friendly owl. He returned to 
the half circle of ponies, the owl flying alongside. 

After a two-day wait the ponies signaled that a 
hunter, riding a reindeer, was heading in a northerly 
direction. The ponies were thanked and sent home, and 
the stallion, the owl, and the gnome followed the hunter's 
tracks in the snow. They waited until he had set his tent up 
for the night, then the gnome appeared and spoke to him. 
The man said he would be happy to cooperate with them 
in punishing the wicked gnome, as he had heard many 
unpleasant stories about him. Leaving the hunter with his 
instructions, the stallion returned the gnome to the court. 


Next evening, as the hunter once more set his tent up 
for the night, Kostja appeared and demanded a pelt. 

“Good, good,” said the hunter. ‘Here, take my very 
best, a mink of excellent quality.” 


The gnome growled suspiciously but took the fur 
and disappeared with it into the forest. 

Two days later, at twilight, he accidently passed the 
same place again and was very much surprised to see a 
most beautiful fox pelt hanging on a branch just over the 
spot where the tent had stood. The gnome remained at a 
distance and continued to stare silently at the pelt fora full 
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half hour. He then circled around it three times, peering at 
it suspiciously; finally, he decided that it was all right. The 
hunter must have forgotten it. A windfall. 

In his greed, Kostja did not see the owl, pressed 


_ tightly against the trunk of a spruce tree a short distance 


away, and he began to climb the tree to retrieve the fox 
pelt. It had a smooth trunk with few branches, and the 
gnome had to use his hands and feet in order to get a firm 
grip. When the gnome was halfway up, the owl suddenly 


_ swooped down and snatched the cap from his head. The 


gnome ranted and raved so much that he lost his grip and 
fell to the ground with a thud. Too late: the owl, with the 
cap in his claws, was flying high above the trees toward the 
palace. 

The icy night was far from agreeable to the 
bareheaded gnome. The only thing he could do was to pull 
the collar of his jacket over his freezing head and hurry 
home. He was so angry that he stayed indoors for a week 
(giving his poor wife a terrible time). Now, he could have 
made a new cap by making felt from some of the furs in the 
house, but a cap is an irreplaceable possession for a 
gnome; he wanted his own back, no matter what the 
consequences. 


Although he was wicked, this gnome was far from 
stupid. He knew that there was more to the matter than 
met the eye. Even so, it was ten days before he could 
summon up the courage to cover his head with two of his 


wife’s kerchiefs and present himself to the king. He had 
lost weight and felt humiliated. 

At court he was coolly received and had to wait three 
hours before the king and his council granted him an 
audience. The king sat on a dais. He was smaller than the 
gnome but he radiated an air of absolute authority. There, 
at the king’s feet, lay the cap. 
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‘I hope that this has taught you a lesson, Kostja,”” he 
said. ‘‘None of us are angels, but your behavior has left 
much to be desired. You may have your cap back if you 
give away all your furs to the first hunter you see. Do you 
understand?” 

“Yes,’’ mumbled the guilty gnome. 


The king placed a foot under the cap and flipped it 
into his arms, saying: ‘Put it on outside. You may go.”’ 

The giant gnome felt very small. He turned around, 
went out the door, left the palace, and did what he had 
promised, for gnomes, be they good or bad, always keep 


their word. 


It was the end of January. A severe northeasterly wind was 
blowing and the thermometer registered 30 degrees below 
zero. Everything in the fields and woods was frozen stiff, 
and the gnomes’ outdoor activities were reduced toa 
minimum, unless, of course, someone was in need of help. 

In the cozy, safe houses under the trees, games were 
played and stories told. Imp Rogerson thought up 
something new every night. His great-grandfather had 
known Wartje, the magic goldsmith who dared to do 
everything, and had told stories about him to his son, who 
had told them to his son, who told them to Imp. 

One night, Imp’s twin daughters, tired and 
sleepy-eyed from playing, sat at their father’s feet and 
begged for a new story about Wartje. 

“Have I told you how Wartje got back the gold and 
precious stones a dragon had stolen and returned them to 
the elves of Thaja?”’ 

inveae 

“And how, to save the life of a little human girl who 


lay dying, he plucked a life-giving herb from an island in 
Siberia that was guarded by a ferocious dinosaur?” 

“Yes.” 

“And how, during a storm, he slipped off the back of 
an osprey and fell into the middle of the bewitched lake of 
Warnas, and was brought to shore by a blind carp?” 

“es.” 

“And how he was captured by the trolls?”’ 

io.” 

“All right then. Wartje was always falling out with 
trolls. As he was far too clever, they couldn’t stand him. 
You remember that Wartje had three houses—one in 
Poland, one in the Ardennes, and one in Norway—so that 
he could carry out his many tasks. In Norway he always 
had problems with jealous trolls. Now, Wartje rode a large 
fox who ran more swiftly than the wind. He could travel 
from one house to another, even with his wife and 
goldsmithing tools aboard, in less than one night. 

“Once when Wartje was in Norway, the trolls dug a 


hole alongside a path he normally used. Wartje and his fox 
passed that way a few nights later. They had been ona 
long, tiring journey and were both extremely hungry. 
‘(As they neared the trap, the fox smelled a strong 
odor of mouse and dashed into the hole. (The trolls had 
crushed a number of mice with their filthy fingers and 
smeared them on the sides of the hole.) Before Wartje and 


his fox realized it, they were trapped. Wartje must have 
_been very tired to have been tricked in such a fashion. But 

they could do nothing. The trolls took them through an 
underground passage into their cave and shut Wartje 
behind bars in a side alcove. The fox was put in chains. 

“ “Now you will forge gold for us,’ the trolls said to 
_ Wartje. ‘We'll never set you free.’ 

“Every day they pushed a nugget of gold through 
the bars and ordered: 

“ “Make a bracelet, a ring, anecklace. You won’t geta 

- mouthful of food until they are finished.’ 

: ) “And they threw an old bone to the fox, that is, if he 
_was lucky enough not to get a well-placed kick instead. 
‘Wartje had to follow their orders because he had found no 
way toescape, and he had to think of the plight of the poor 

_ fox as well. 

“The trolls wore the bracelets, rings, and necklaces 
on their misshapen arms, necks, and sausage-like fingers. 
_ They danced and danced in their filthy cave until the sweat 
“ran off their bodies and the place stank worse than usual. 
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“When, after two weeks, Wartje had not returned, 
his wife, Lisa, began to worry. Wartje had often stayed 
away in the past, but never as long as this. One night she 
went out to search for him, which was very brave of her. 
She asked all the animals she met if they had heard 
anything of her husband, but none of them had. At last, at 
the foot of the mountains Lisa ran into a rat who had fled 


the troll cave where Wartje was held captive, because the 
stench was too much even for him. 

“ ‘You'll never get him out,’ the rat said, ‘They’Il 
only catch you as well. I can tell you that they keep the key 
to the side alcove in the third crack in the wall beside the 
fireplace. On the main door there is only one bolt, but it is 
too high for you to reach.’ 

“That evening, Lisa made a plan. She gathered 
together some pans, rotten eggs, beans, and devil’s dung 
_ (asafetida), a gum resin that trolls adore but can never get 

because the plant which produces it grows in faraway 
_ Persia. They love it because of its horrible smell. 

“Lisa disguised herself as a sorceress with a tall 
pointed cap covering her own cap and a black robe, set up 
a wood fire on a flat rock not far from the troll cave, and 
began to cook her brew. Before long the revolting smell 
was wafted into the cave and the trolls, following their 
noses, waddled curiously outside. 

“ ‘What's going on here?’ they asked suspiciously, a 
bit afraid of the little sorceress. 


“ “Nothing exceptional, noble sirs,’ Lisa replied. ‘I 
am a poor sorceress and am preparing my simple evening 
meal.’ 

““Hummm,’ growled the trolls enviously. ‘It smells 
good.’ 

“ ‘Would you like to taste some?’ Lisa asked. ‘But 
only a mouthful for each, as this is all I have.’ 

“The trolls tasted a mouthful and declared that they 
had never tasted anything so delicious. 

“ ‘I see you enjoy this simple food,’ Lisa said. ‘It 
happens that I will be here tomorrow. Do return, with 
your entire family. How many people should I count on?’ 

“ ‘Five,’ the trolls said, more dim-witted than usual 
because they could think of nothing but the heavenly taste 
on their tongues. 

“ ‘Good. Come just before sunset, then. You can let 
your own fire go out because I will prepare enough food to 
last for three days. I won’t be here myself, as I have 
business in the neighborhood.’ 

“The next evening the trolls found five portions of 


eggs, beans, and devil’s dung anda huge pan with enough 
in it for the next three days. 


“While the trolls were stuffing themselves, the little . 


woman climbed atop their chimney and lowered herself 
quickly into the cave. (The lazy trolls had actually let the 


fire go out.) Lisa ran to the third crack in the wall, grabbed 
the key, and set Wartje free. He quickly unchained the fox 
and, standing on the fox’s back, lifted the bolt of the 
outside door. 

“They left ina hurry. But the fox was stiff after being 
cooped up for so long and weak from hunger, so they 
couldn’t maintain a fast pace. Fortunately, the trolls were 
so greedy that, after eating all five portions they gobbled 
up all the extra. food as well. 

“When the trolls reached home, belching loudly, 
they saw what had happened and cursed Wartje loudly. 
But their bellies were so stuffed that they couldn’t move an 
inch; they slumped to the floor and fell asleep.” 

“And now to bed with you all,” said Imp to his 
daughters. 

The gnome girls were soon fast asleep in their cozy 
alcove bed. Mother later discovered that they had 
smuggled a field mouse in with them, and she put him 
back in his basket. , 

The heavy oak roots surrounding the house shook 
softly as the strong, icy wind blew above in the branches. 
But below, in the sturdy gnome dwelling, it was warm and 
safe—at least from trolls! 
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Gnome Music 


Every gnome dowry chest has inside it a music box which 
begins to play when the chest is opened. These music 
boxes are highly prized and are made from wood of the 
best quality, with the finest spring-steel mechanisms. In 
most homes the music-box tune is based on the heroic 
poem about the legendary Swedish gnome Thym, who 
lived between 1300 and 1700. 
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1. Old Pimple is a fearsome troll with louse-filled hair, so lam told. 
4.(When) Pimple grabbed,his hand b’came wood; Thym left the for-est feel-ing good. 
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2. He stole a child from Uppsala, and cel-e-brat-ed tra, la, la. 
5. He took the child to Uppsala, and cel-e- brat-ed tra, la, la. 
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Whena gnome goes to the toilet he doesn’t lock the door: a music box plays, 

indicating that the room is in use. The action is triggered by a secret handle 

upon entering the room. The words of the tune played are not sung, but are 

well known. Inmany gnome houses, the text of the song hangs beside the toilet : 
door, and the tune is often hummed by members of the family as they wait. 
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ventually we were working on the 

last chapters, the required number of 
pages having been filled. One of the 
gnomes we often talked to during our 
research for this book was the now 
379-year-old Tomte Haroldson. He lives in the flax fields 
near Amersfoort, in Holland. 

One cold evening at about midnight, Tomte came 
unexpectedly, which he had never done before. All the 
doors and windows were closed against the inclement 
weather, but this had not hindered him. 

He greeted us calmly, acted friendly but distracted, 
as always, and seated himself on the studio table. He 
apparently knew that our work was almost done and had 
come to satisfy his curiosity, which pleased us no end. We 
cheerfully gave him an acorn cup of fruit wine and a 
cashew nut cut into three pieces. He took a sip, turned the 
cup around pensively in his fingers, looked about him, 
and asked: 

“How is it coming along?” 

“Beautifully,” we cried. “We're almost finished.” 

“And exactly as you wanted it?” 

“Well, it can always be improved,” we said modestly 
(not believing it). 

“Then you think it is all right as it is?” 

“Of course, why not?” 

‘May I see how it has turned out?” 

We placed a thick pile of sketches and text in front of 
him and let him see everything, from the beginning. He 
looked at page after page without saying a word, now and 
then stopping us when he wanted to study a sketch or a 
sentence more thoroughly, and thoughtfully munched on 
his cashew. His silence bothered us so much that we 
looked at each other glumly from time to time. 

He was through at 1:30 A.M. He hadn’t opened his 
mouth since the first page, except when he wanted to 
chew ona nut. Our uncertainty increased. A deathly 
silence reigned. 

Tomte raised his acorn cup and we quickly refilled it. 
He peered into the depths of the fruit wine, sniffed at it, 
then pointed at the pile of pages and asked: “Is that the 
whole book?” 

“Well, no, not all of it,” we quickly replied. “We still 
have to add and change a few things here and there, but all 


in all, we think we’ve covered just about everything.” 

He looked at us one at a time. His gaze was deep and 
penetrating, as if a distant land lay behind his eyes 
(gnomes often have this quality). 

“Am Ito understand that the life and deeds of my 
people, for the first time in history, have been completely 
recorded in this?” 

“Well, yes. . . more or less,’”’ we said. The little man 
radiated an air of remarkable authority, even though he 
remained seated all the while (yet another quality gnomes 
often possess). 

Tomte nodded, and downed his drink in one 
swallow. 

“So, this is all we have to tell you,” he said, staring 
dreamily out the window into the darkness. “I had hoped 
for more.” 

“What do you mean ‘more’? What more is there?” 
we asked, nervously. Our high spirits had long ago left us. 
Tomte didn’t seem too happy either. 

He pressed his hands between his knees and said, 
without looking up at us, “It is all very charming— 
delightful sketches, good stories. But something has 
been omitted, something has not been acknowledged. 
And it would be too much for us gnomes to bear if this 
something were left out of a book like this. Just a minute, 
I want to show you something.” He suddenly jumped 
down to the floor, ran away, then came back a few 
minutes later carrying a leather-bound book. 


SEM SORIA 


“My Family Book,” he said casually. “I had it hidden 
outside.’”’ 

He sat on the table again, put on his glasses, and 
turned to the middle of the book. 

“We don’t write down only family affairs,’’ he said, 
winking his eye. “If you use that magnifying glass, you 
can read along. I have written it in your language.”’ 

He became serious again and indicated a date at the 
top of one of the pages. “I'll take just a few examples. First 
point: population distribution. Do you recognize this 
date?” 

We nodded silently. It was the year we had begun 
our gnome studies, thinking that we were observing them 
without their knowing. Tomte turned to a map of one of 
our Dutch provinces which covered two pages. On this 
map, all of our camouflaged observation huts and 
hideaways were clearly marked and numbered. 

He looked at us over the top of his glasses. 

“Or were there more?” 

“Now 

It was a long time ago but we remembered it just as if 
it had been yesterday. 


“Look,” he said, “here itis. That year, we were spied 
upon three hundred and twelve times.” 

We were dumbfounded. 

“And you thought we weren’t on to you? Dear 
friends, you could never, with those big feet, stomp about 
someone’s private world without being noticed. We even 
heard you giggling.” _ 

He turned some more pages, but it wasn’t necessary. 
We hadn’t captured them; they had captured us. It was 
embarrassing. 

“All right,”” we said, defeated. “That was in the 
beginning. And you let us see only what you wanted us to 
see. But later weren't we allowed to look about freely?” 

Tomte laughed a bit shyly. 

“That's why I’m here tonight. Now we come to the 
second point: the disappointment. We were on to you and 
knew those aspects of our lives you were focusing on—our 
cleverness, our cuteness, our technical innovations, our 
humor. That couldn’t do any harm; besides, you meant 
well, and that’s why we went along with it. If they’re so 
bent on portraying our outer shell, we said to one another, 
we'll just play along with them. Then maybe later they'll 
have brains enough to dig deeper.” 

We began to understand what he meant. Indeed, we 
had mainly paid attention to superficialities. He laughed 
again. 

“But it couldn’t go on that way or, rather, end that 
way. You both had become too dear to us for us to allow 
that. And that’s why I’m here tonight. Sent here, I might 
add.” 

A long silence followed. It began to dawn on us that 
we, through our self-complacency, had only scratched the 
surface in our gnome studies. 

“It seemed a shame to us that you might send the 
book to the publisher without our first having had a talk. 
For now we come to point three: balances. Let me begin 
this way. All of us come from the universe and the 
earth—indeed, you people say it yourselves: ‘Of dust man 
was made, and to dust will he return!’ Of course, we’ll all 
return to the universe and the earth. But we have 
remained true to our origins, while you haven't. Our 
relation with the earth rests on harmony, yours rests on 
abuse—abuse of living and dead matter.” 

“Not everyone does this,”” we protested. 

“Fortunately not. But mankind as a whole leaves 
behind it a trail of destruction and exploitation.” 

“Don’t gnomes ever upset nature’s balance?” 

“No. Man runs wildly about in the world of today 
and lives almost always at nature’s expense. The gnome 
has found peace in the world of yesterday and is satisfied 
with what it has to offer. There won’t be any change in 
this, just as there won’t be any change in salmon, who for 
thousands of years have swum from the middle of the 
ocean to the rivers of their birth. . . just as the bee who 
finds good pollen does a dance to call the other bees. . . or 
as the pigeon finds its destination thousands of kilometers 
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away.... 


| “That has to do with instinct. Aren’t we digressing a 

fi) bit?” 

; “Not at all. Now we come to point four: we have our 

| instinct and intellect in proper balance; you have 

| subordinated your instinct to your intellect.” 

.? “But we are only human. Our minds take over. . . 

| that’s the way we are made. Instinct doesn’t offer enough 

| security.” 

“It offers insufficient security only if you imprison it 
under a glass bell. Give me a little more wine.”’ 
“But human beings long for the restoration of 
nature, as she was in her old glory.” 
“And that’s why we must proceed in three ways: the 
restoration of instinct, the restoration of balance in nature, 
and less striving for power.” 
“Why are you throwing that in?” 
Ny “Because all the other evils on earth stem from the 
_ craving for power. You know that just as well as I do.” 
“Don’t you gnomes ever struggle for power?” 
“No. We have tossed all power politics overboard.” 
“That is of course much easier to doin a gnome 
society, where you have no population problem.” 
“Overpopulation is something you must be able to 
overcome among yourselves; we have already done so.”’ 
| “Ts this all included in the perfect harmony that the 
gnomes have achieved?” 
es. 
Here we had reached an impasse in our discussion. 

No doubt their world is harmonious and stable, but one 

might also think their world monotonous. Even so, 

imagine meeting a stag with colossal antlers on a lonely 
_ path beside the woods, as gnomes can and do. No one 

_ would want to miss something like that. 

. Tomte walked back and forth on the table, his hands 
clasped behind his back. ‘Fifth point: You must not think 
that we despise man’s civilization—though nature has had 
to pay dearly for it—or that we can’t appreciate its good 

_ points. But there is an immense gap between what you 

understand as progress and what we understand as 

_ progress. When we see the idiotic and ugly things you do, 

_ we can only shake our heads in wonder. I have collected a 

few examples of these.”’ 

He picked the book up once again, turned a few more 

_ pages but suddenly slammed it shut while he slipped his 

__ eyeglasses into the bag attached to his belt. 

“Tt is too late now,” he said. ‘I have a few things to 

_ do before sunrise.” © 

“Tomorrow night at 10:30,’ Tomte said. He pointed 
at us cheerfully. “Look at you both, just sitting there. 

Surely you're not going to let yourselves become 

_ discouraged?” 

_ He tapped on the manuscript. 

. “Tt will be a magnificent book. Or otherwise we can 

always do something about it. You can please me by 

adding a chapter; call it Why Gnomes Shake Their 

% Heads.’ ” 

| And he disappeared. 
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Ithough a great gap lies 
between your idea of 
progress and ours,’”’ Tomte 
said the following evening, 
seated ina doll’s armchair, 
the book on his knee, “we 
do follow yours from a distance. Take the example of 
Rembrandt van Rijn. My brother Olie knew him very well. 
Olie lived under an old lime tree near Rembrandt's house 
beside a canal in Amsterdam, and he spent countless 
evenings in a dark corner drawing alongside the master. 

“Many times he shook his head in wonder at the 
stupidity and narrow-mindedness of the men who 
commissioned the paintings, the abuses Rembrandt 
suffered, and the awful poverty he endured at the end of 
his life. He saw the famous Nightwatch progressing stroke 
by stroke, a masterpiece now admired almost to 
distraction. Shaking his head and with pain in his heart, he 
saw how the painting was sawed down to make it small 
enough to fit through the door, when it was later moved to 
the Town Hall after Rembrandt's death. 

“And what did you humans do with the good doctor 
Semmelweis in 1865? Do you suppose we didn’t hear 
about it? What we had known for hundreds of years was 
finally discovered by man: that the delivery of an infant 
must be carried out with clean hands so that neither the 
child nor the mother will become infected. Semmelweis 
was simply hounded to death by his opponents.” 
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Tomte pushed his glasses onto his forehead and 
looked at us. 

“That is what I meant last night.” 

“Well, yes, but we also know this. Throughout 
history the most incredible stupidities have occurred. We 
too shake our heads at this.” 

Tomte lowered his glasses again and turned some 


more pages. 

“The difficulty seems to be that humans simply do 
not recognize a great man in his lifetime, especially if he is 
an artist.’”” 

‘That is because some artists create works for which 
the people are not yet prepared—except for a small 
devoted circle. Only after one or two generations does 
recognition come.” 

“In the meantime the artist has died, forgotten. 


firsthand from Timme Friedel. Timme is a small, dreamy 
gnome who left Vienna in despair in 1791 and now lives in 
a rock dwelling in the countryside. Now, we gnomes may 
not have a Mozart among us, but we would surely have 
offered a man of such talents a more dignified way of 
leaving this world. 

“The conversations between Mozart and Timme are 
written in a small book that your historians would give 
their eyeteeth to get hold of. Timme always knew how to 
help Mozart out of a somber mood. He had only to ask 
Mozart to give him a violin lesson to make the master 
laugh like a child. He would then spend hours giving 
Timme his lesson. 

‘So it was with tears in his eyes that the devoted 
Timme, defying daylight, snow, and rain—followed 
Mozart's poor funeral procession (which cost 11 florins 


Think about one of your most famous composers. I have it and 56 kreuzer) on 6 December 1791. Everyone left the 


procession at the churchyard gate, owing to the bad 
weather. Timme was the only living soul who stayed on. 
Shaking his head he saw how the gravedigger literally 
threw the coffin into a pauper’s grave and then hurried off 
to find shelter.”’ 

Tomte shut the book but kept his finger between the 
pages. 

“We just can’t understand it,” he said. 

He turned to the following page. 

“What you have done to plants and animals is also 
beyond description. That the elk, brown bear, and wolf 
have disappeared from these parts does have something to 
do with changes in climate, I will admit, but the 
extermination of the beaver was inexcusable. The last 
beaver was shot in 1827 at Zalk beside the Zuider Zee and 


we thus lost forever a dearly loved friend with whom we 
had had the most cordial relations and who had provided 
us voluntarily with a very special type of fat. And if you, 
with your traffic and poisons, murder the last remaining 
specimens of green frog, prudent toad, and yellow-bellied 
fire toad, it won’t be simply a matter of a few more animal 
species disappearing. 

“No. Profound disturbances in the natural balance of 
things will make years of extra work for us. This is not to 
mention the harm done to us personally by your poisons. I 
will decline to comment on the miserable state of birds of 
prev or their infertile eggs. You humans have become 
nature’s enemies. 

“Look here: of the 1,300 plant species, 700 are in 
danger; the succulent leaf is almost extinct. | won’t even 


mention the salmon, sturgeon, or shad—all river fish that 
have locally disappeared. Three-fourths of your people 
don’t even know they ever existed. You can, of course, 
pretend to be lords and masters of creation, but that is no 
reason to carry on like beasts—though a beast would 
behave less callously.”” 

“Look, we two are in complete agreement with 
you.” 

“IT know, I know. Can’t I grumble just a little? Do you 
know another sickening habit? I believe people leaving on 
vacation, as you call it, are responsible. They throw cats 
and dogs out of their cars, abandoning them in the woods. 
You should see the poor wretches. They grieve and starve 
in a miserable manner. One or two survive and become 
poachers, and then nobody is safe.” 


We shrugged and said: 

“They are scoundrels, indeed, who should never be 
allowed to keep pets. But there is, alas, little to be done 
about it.” 

He nodded and picked up the book. He flipped 
through the remaining pages. 

“There is much more in here about the destruction of 
our good and beautiful world, but let’s stop now, 
otherwise it will become monotonous. Just this, though, 
because it so disturbs us: stop making war. In my lifetime 
alone there have not been twenty-five years without a war 
going on somewhere in the world. 

“Well, that’s that. I’ve had my say. Now we three are 
going to take a walk; I want to reward you both for your 
many years of toil.” 


Outside, the full moon had risen a hand’s breadth 
above the horizon. The tree tops stood out starkly against 
the cloudless sky. The night was deathly still, except for 
the faint rattling of a train in the distance. It was mild, and 
spring hung in the air. } 

We entered a path heading southwest. Although we 

_ were both very familiar with the area, after about five 
minutes we no longer knew where we were. But Tomte led 
the way with a sure stride and we followed. 

Had we been walking for an hour? Two hours? 

- Twenty-four hours? We couldn’t for the world remember. 
It appeared not to be a planned walk but a predestined 
wandering. 

Time stood still and nature embraced and enclosed 
us like a warm sea. We were weightless; we were ageless; 
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we knew everything that had been forgotten. Tomte had 
endowed us with gnome qualities for this night. 

We meta fox. He stood still, sniffed at us 
inquisitively with no sign of fear. A pregnant doe 
allowed us to scratch her between the ears and stroke her 
thick winter coat. A hare proudly showed us her first litter 
of the year. Rabbits continued their games in our presence. 
We spoke to wild boars and a marten. 

We were questioned by an owl. We watched two 
endlessly playful badgers. We heard the trees breathing, 
bushes whispering, the mumbling of moss; we listened to 
secret tales of centuries past; we melted into every living 
cell on earth, recognized every dimension, and our souls 
were in equilibrium and peace. 

As the moon began to pale, we completed an 
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unfathomable journey through an unknown dimension. 

Tomte raised his hand. We stood still as he continued 
on upa hill. 

“This is the way nature can be if you remain true to 
her. I wish you all the best. Slitzweitz.”’ 

He walked on alone up the hill. Our hearts were sad. 
Beside an old pine tree he turned, raised his hand once 
more—this time in farewell—shook his head softly but 
with a smile on his small face, and disappeared over the 
hill. 

Everything fell away like old music that is suddenly 
interrupted. We were ordinary mortals once again. Dawn 
was breaking, the sun would soon rise. At that moment we 
saw where we were. In the flax fields, no more than half an 
hour away from home. 
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